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, 


| 


N Troy, there lyes the Scene : From Iſes of | 


ave to the Port of Athens ſent their Ships, 
raught with the Miniſters and Inſftrumtnt s 

d/ cruel Mar: Sixty and nine that wore 

heir Crownets Regal from th Athenian Bay, | 


ſo ranſack Troy, within whoſe ſtrong Immures, 
Ve raviſh'd Helen, Menelaus Queen, 


N Tenedos they come, | 
nd the deep drawing Barks do there di ſgorge 


The freſb and yet unbruiſed Greeks, do pitch 


Dardan, and-Timbria, Helias, 
Ad Antenonidus, with maſſy Staples, 
And correſponſive and fulfllimg” Bolts; 

tir up the Sons of Tryp. 
Now Expeftation tickling ikittiſh Spirits, 

Dn one and ot her (ide, Trojan and Greek, 
tr all ot brd. Ant hitbher am I come 
A Prologue arm d, but not in confidence 


In lite Condition, at our Argument 5 
Ti tell you (fair Beholders) that our Play 


The Princes Orgillous, their high Blood chaf'd, 


bd - 
- " 
* : 1 . 
. 
C 0 
* 
£ 
- 


o 


Put forth toward Phrygia, and their Vow is mage % 


Vith wanton Paris ſleeps, and that's the Quarrel, 1 4 


* Fr 


Their warlike Fraughtage : Now on Dardan Plains, 


Their brave Pavilions, Priam's . ered 82 TREE 
etas, Itoien, 


Of Author's Pen, or Actors Voice ; but ſuited 


Leaps 0 er the vaunt and firſtlings of thoſe Byoils, 
Beginning in the middle : Starting thence away, 


N what. may be digeſted in a Play: 
Ute, or find Fault, do as your Pleaſures are, 
Now goed, or bad, tis but the chance of War. 


An 


Dramatis 


Dramatis Perſons. 


DRiam, | 
P Hector, 
roi lus, 


Paris, 

Deiphobus, TROJANS. 
Helenus, 

ZEneas, 

Pandarus, 

Antenor, 


Agamemnon 
Achilles, \ 
Ajax, | 
an, 
Note” \GREEKS. 
Diomedes, 

Fat roclus, 
Therſites, N 
Calchas, | 
Helen, Wife to Menelaus, in Love with Paris. 
Andromache, Wife te HeQor. 


Creſſida, Daughter to Calchas, in Love with Troilus. 
Trojan and Greek Soldiers, with other Artendent:. 


SCENE Troy and the Grecian Canp. 


T'R Orr: 


A N D 


CRESSIDA. 


— — 1 


ATL SGESE. 1 
SCENE Trop. 


Enter Pandarus and Troilus. 


TROILUS. 
AL Lhere my varlet, I'll unarm again. 


= N. ir mo ſhould I war without the walls 
MC IS of Trey. 
. A J That find ſuch cruel battel here with. 
LR in ? 
Each Trojan that is maſter of his 
. heart, 


t him to field, 7roilus, alas! hath none. 
Pan, Will this geer ne'er be mended? 
rei. The Greeks are ſtrong, and skilful to their 
ſtrength, 
Perce to their skill, and to their ſierceneſs valiant: 
tI am weaker than a woman's rear, 
mer than ſleep, fonder than ignorance ; 
ls valiant than the virgin in the night, 


And 


6 Troilus and Creſſida. 
And skilleſs as unpractis'd infancy. 


Pan. Well, I have told you enough of this: 1 
my part, 1'1l not meddle nor make any farther, Hi. 
that will have a cake out of the wheat, muſt nec 
tarry the griading. | H 

Troi Have | not tarried ? H 

Pan. Ah, the grinding; but you muſt tarry tl (I 
boulting, U 

Troi. Have I not tarried? T 

Pan. Ay, the boulting; but you muſt tarry H 
leav'ning. A 

Tro. Still have J tarried. B: 

Pan. Ay, to the leav'ning : but here's yet in H 
word hereafter, the kneading, the making cf th T 


cake, the heating of the oven, and the baking 
nay, you mult ſtay the cooling too, or you may 
chance to burn your lips. | 

Tro. Patience herfelf, what goddeſs e'er ſhe be, ll is, 
Doth leſſer blench at ſyufferance, than I do: nc 
At Priam's-royal table T'doſit 3 
And when fair ce comes into my thoughts, — 
So, traitor !---when ſhe comes? when is ſhe thence! 

P. u. Well, 
She Jook'd yeſternight fairer than ever Iſaw her loc 
Or any woman elſe, 

Troi. TI was about to tel thee, when my heart, 


333 with a ſigh, would rive in twain, 0 
Leſt Hector, or my father ſhould perceive me, wi 
J have (as when the ſun doth light a ſtorm) B. 


Buried this ſigh, in wrinkle of a ſmile : 
But ſorrow, that is couch'd in ſeeming gladnels, 
Is like that mirth fate turns to ſudden ſadneſs. 
Pen, And her hair were not ſomewhat darke 
than Helen's--well go to, there were no more comps 
riſon between the women. But for my, part ſhe! 
my kinſwoman, I would not (as they term it) praile 
it---but I would ſome body had heard her talk j 
ſterday, as I did: I will not diſpraiſe your fiſt 
Caſſanara's wit, but--- | 
Troi, O Pandarus ! TI tell thee, Pandarys--- 
When I do tell thee, there my hopes lye Brown 
ep!) 
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Neply not in how many fathoms deep 

They lye intrench'd. I tell thee, I am mad 

In Creſid's love. Thou anſwer'ſt, ſhe is fair, 
Pour'ſt in the open ulcer of my heart, 

Her eyes, her hair, her cheek, her gate, her voice, 
Handeſt in thy diſcourſe---O that I her hand !--. 
(In whoſe compariſon, all whites are ink 

Writing their own reproach) to whoſe ſoft ſeizure 


The cignets down is harſh, and ſpirit of ſenſe 

Hard as the palm of ploughman.This thou tell ſt me; 

As true thou tell'ſt me; when I ſay I love her : 

But ſaying thus, inſtead of oil and Lans, 

Thou lay'ſt in every gaſh that love hath given me, 

The knife that made it. 

Pan. I ſpeak no more than truth. 

nay Poi. Thou doſt not ſpeak ſo much. 

Pan. Faith, I'll not meddle in't. Bet her be as ſhe 
be, is, if ſhe be fair, tis the better for her; and ſhe be 
not, ſhe has the mends in her own hands. 
Zroi. Good Pandaris; how now, Panadaras ? 

— Pan. I have had my labour for my travel, ill thought 
ce on of her, and ill thought on of you: gone between 
and between, but ſmall thanks for my labour. 
x1 Ti. What art thou angry, Pandaras? what, with 

me ? 

, Pan. Becauſe ſhe is kin to me, therefore ſhe's not 
ſo fair as Helen; and ſhe were not kin to me, ſhe 
would be as fair on Friday, as Helen is on Sunday, 
But what care I? I care not and the were a black- 
a-more, 'tis all one to me. 

| Tro?, Say I, the is not fair? 

Pan. I do not care whether you do or no. She's 

Ke 2 fool to ſtay behind her father: Let her to the 

Pl Greeks, and fo 'i rell her the next time I ſee her; 

cu for my part, Til meddle nor make no more 1'th! 

ul matter. 

i Troi, Pandarits--- 

cl Pan. Not L. 
Tyrol. Sweet Pandarus a 
Pan. Pray you ſpeak no more to me, I will my 


A 4 
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all as I found ir, and there's an end. [Ex. Pandarus 
[ Sound Alarm 
Tro/. Peace, you ungracious clamours, peace rude 
ſounds, 

Fools on both ſides, Helen muſt needs be fair, 

When with your blood you daily paint her thus, 

I cannot fight upon this argument, | 

It is too ſtarv'd a ſubje& for my ſword : 

But Pandarus---O gods! how do you plague me! 

I cannot come to Creſid, but by Pandarus, 

And he's as teachy to be woo'd to woe, 

And ſhe is ſtubborn, chaſt, againſt all ſute. 

Tell me, Apollo, for thy Daphne's love, 

What Creſſid is, what Pandar, and what we: 

Her Bed is India, there ſhe lyes, a Pearl, 

Bet we en our 1/;/am, and where ſhe reſides 

Let it be call'd the mild and wandring flood, 

Ourſelf the merchant, and this failing Panday 

Our doubrful hope, our convoy, and our bark. 


Aurum. Enter /Eneas, 
Zne. How now prince Troilus ? y 
Wherefore not i'th' field? a 
Tyo:.Becauſe not there; this woman's anſwer ſorts, MW" 
For womanith it is to be from thence : ſa 
What news, £neas, from the field to day? no 
Ane, That Paris is returned home, and hurt. - 
Toi, By v hom, Aneas ? | ch 
Ene. Troilus, by Menelaas. he 
Troi. Let Paris bleed, 'tis but a ſcar to ſcorn. 2 
Paris is gor'd with Menelaus horn. [Aarum. = 
Ene. Hai k, what good ſport is out of town to day? lg 


Tol. Better at home, if would I might, were may. 
But to the ſport abroad- are you bound thither ? by 
Ene. In all ſwift haſte. 


Tro. Come, go we then together. [Excunt, © 
Enter Creſſida and 4 Servant. & 
Cre. Who were thoſe went by ? A 


Ser. Queen Hecuba and Helen. 
Cre. And whither go they? 
Ser. Up to the eaſtern tower, 


Waoſe height commands as ſubjeQ all the vb. 
0 
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o ſee the battel; Hector, whoſe patience 
« a5 A virtue fix'd, to day was moy'd : 
e chid Audromache, and ſtruck his armorer, 
\nd like as there were husbandry in war, 
fore the ſun roſe, he was barneſt light, 
And to the field goes he; where ev'ry flower 
Did as a prophet weep what it foreſaw, 
n Hefor's wrath. 

Cre, What was his cauſe of anger? 

Ser. The noiſe goes this; there is among the Greeks, 
\ lord of Trojan blood, nephew to Hector, 
hey call him Ajax. 
cre. Good; and what of him? 
Ser. They ſay he is a very man per ſe, and ſtands 

lone. 

Cre, So do all men, unleſs they are drunk, ſick, or 
have no legs. g 
| Sy, This man, lady, hath robb'd many. beaſts 

f their particular additions, he is as valiant as the 
lyon, churliſh as the bear, flow as the elephant; 
z4 man into whom nature hath ſo crouded hu- 
mours, that his valour is cruſht into folly, his folly 
ſauced with difcretion : there is no man hatha vir- 
tue, that he hath not a glimpſe of, nor any man an 
attaint, but he carries ſome ſtain of it. He is melan- 
choly without cauſe, and merry againſt the hair ; 
he hath the joints of every thing, but every thing ſa 
out of joint, that he is a gouty Briareus, many hands 
„ Fand no uſe; or purblinded Argus, all eyes and no 
ſight. 

o.. But how ſhould this man (that makes me 
Iſmile) make Hector angry? 

Ser, They ſay, he yeſterday cop'd Hector in the bat- 

t, Nel and ſtruck him down, the diſdain and ſhame. 

whereof hath ever ſince kept Hector faſting and. 

waking. 


m. 


de 


fs 


Enter Pandarus. 
Cre, Who comes here? 
Ser. Madam, your uncle Pandarat. 
Cre. Hector's a gallant man. 
% | 5:r. As may be in the world, lady. 
- A 5 | Pan. 


10 Troflus and Creſſida. 

Pan. What's that? what's that? 

Cre. Good morrow, uncle Pandarus. 

Pan. Good morrow, couſin Geſſi, what do you 
talk of? good mor row, Alerander; how do yay, 
couſin ? when were you at Ihiam? | 

Cre. Fhis morning, uncle. 

Pan. What were you talking of, when I came? 
Was Hector arm'd and gone, ere ye came to 1/iun} 
Helen was not up? was ſhe ?- / 

Cre. Hector was gone, but Helen was not up. 

Pan, E'en ſo; Hector was ſtirring early. 

Cre. That were we talking, and of his anger. 

Pan. Was he angry? 

Cre. So he ſays here. 

Pan. True, he was ſo; I know the cauſe too, he'll 
Jay about him to day I can tell that; and there's 
Froilus will not come far behind him, let them take 
heed of Tho/lxs; I can tell them that too. 

Cre, What, is he angry too? 

Pan. Who, Troilus ? 
oi lus is the better man of the two. 

Cre. Oh Jupiter ; there's no compariſon. 

Pan. What not between Troilus and Hefor 7 do you 
know a man if you ſee him ? 

Cre. Ay, if J ever ſaw him before, and knew him, 

Pan, Well, I ſay Trailus is Troilus. 

Cre, Then you ſay, as I fay, 

For Jam ſure he is not Hector. 
Pan. No, nor Hector is not Teoilus, in ſome degrees. 

Cre. Tis juſt to each of them, he is himſelf. 

Pan. Himſelf? alas, poor Troilus! I would he were. 

Cre, So he is. 

Pan. Condition I had gone bare-foot to India, 

Cre, He is not Hector. 

Pan. Himſelf? no, he's not himſelf, would he 
were himſelf; well, the Gods are above, time mult 
friend or end; well, Treilus, well, I would my heart 
were in her budy---no, HeFor, is not a better man 
than Trolus, 

Cre. Excuſe me. 

Pan, He is elder. 


Cre. 
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ce. Pardon me, pardon me. 

pan. Th other's not come tot, you ſhall tell me 
another tale when th' other's come to't : Hector ſhall. 
not have his wit this year. 

Cre. Nor ſhall need it, if he have his own. 

Pan. Nor his qualities. : 

Cre, No matter. 

Pan. Nor his beauty. 

Cre. 'T would not become him, his own's better. 

Pan. You have no judgment, neice ; Helen herſelf - 
ſwore th'other day, that 7oilus for a brown favour, 
(for ſo 'tis I muſt confeſs) not brown neither 

Cre. No, but brown. 

Pan. Faith to ſay truth, brown and not brown, 

Cre, To ſay the truth, true and not true. 

Pan. She prais'd his complexion above Paris. 

Cre, Why Paris hath colour enough. 

Pan. So he has. 

Cre. Then Troilys ſhould have too much; if ſhe 
prais'd him above, his complexion is higher than 
his, he having colour enough, and the other higher, 
is too flaming a praiſe for a good complexion, 1 
had as lieve Helen's golden tongue had commended 
Troilus for a copper noſe. . 

Pan, I ſwear to you, | 
I think Helen loves him better than Pari... 

Cre. Then ſhe's a merry Greek indeed. 

Pan. Nay, I am ſure ſhe does. She came to him th” 
other day into the compaſt window; and you know - 
he has not paſt three or four hairs on his chin. 

Cre, Indeed a tapſter's arithmetick may ſoon bring 
his particulars therein to a total, 

Pan. Why he is very young, and yet vill he with«.- 
in three pound lift as much as his brother Hector. 
Cre. Is he ſo young a Man, and ſo old a lifrer ? 

Pan But to prove to you that Helen loves him, the : 
came and puts me her White hand to his cloyen chin. 

Cre. Juno have mercy, how came it cloyen ? 

Pan. Why, you know 'tis dimpled. 

I think his ſmiling becomes him better, than any 
man in all PHH gi. 
i Cre. 
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Cre. Oh ! he ſmiles valiantly. 

Pan, Does he not ? 

Cre. O yes, and *twere a cloud in autumn. 

Pan, Why go to then---but to prove to you that 
Helen loves Troilus. 

Cre. Troilus willi ſtand to the proof, if you 
prove it fo. 

Pan. Treilus? why he eſteems her no more, than 
I eſteem an addle egg. T 

Cre. If you love an addle egg as well as you loys 
an idle head, you would eat chickens i'th'ſhell. 

Pan. I cannot chuſe but laugh to think how ſhe 
tickled his chin; indeed ſhe . a marvels white 
hand, I muſt needs confeſs. : 

Cre. Without the rack. 

Pan. And ſhe takes upon her to ſpy a white hair 
on his chin. 

Cre Alas, poor chin! many a wart is richer. 

pan. But there was ſich laughing, Queen Hecula 
laught that her eye run o'er. 

Cre. With millſtones. 

Pan. And Caſſandra laught. 

Cre. But there was more temperate fire under the 
pot of her eyes? Did her eyes run o'er too? 

Pan. And Hector laught. 

Cre. At what was all this laughing ? 

Pan. Marry at the white bair, that Helen ſpied on 
Tro;lugs chin. | | 

Cre. And *had been a green hair, I ſhould have 
la ught too. | 

Pan. They laught not ſo much at the hair as at 
his pretty anſwer. 

Cre, What was his anſwer ? 

Pan. Quoth fhe, here's but two and fifty hairs 
on your chin, and one of them is white. 

Cre. This is her queſtion. 

Pan. That's true, make no queſtion of that: two 
and fifty hairs, quoth he, and one white, that white 
hair is my father,'and all the reſt are his ſons. 
Juptier, quoth ſhe, which of theſe hairs is Paris, my 
husband ? the forked one, quoth he, pluck'r out 
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und give it him: but there was ſuch laughing, and 
Helen Co bluſh'd, and Paris ſo chaft, and all the 
reſt ſo laught, that ir paſt. | 

Cre. So let it now, | 
For it has been a great while going by. 

pan. Well, couſin, 
told you a thing yeſterday ; think on't. 

Cre. So I do. | 

Pan. Vil be ſworn 'tis true: he will weep you 
an 'twere a man born in April. [Sound a Retreat. 

Cre. And I'll ſpring up in his tears, as *twere a 
nettle againſt May. 

Pax, Hark, they are coming from the field, ſhall 
we ſtand up here and ſee them, as they paſs towards 
[//um ? good niece do, ſweet niece Creſſida. 

Cre. At your pleaſure. | 

Pan. Here, here, here's an excellent place, here we 
may ſee moſt bravely, P11 tell you them all by their 
names, as they paſs by, but mark Troilus above the reſt. 

eas paſſes over the Stage. SIO 

Cre. Speak not-ſo loud. 

Pan. That's Zness ; is not that a brave man? 
he's one of the flowers of Trey, I can tell you, but 
mark'Troi/us, you ſhall ſee anon. 

Cre. Who's that ? 

Antenor paſſes over the Stage. 
5 Pan. That's Antenor, he has a ſhrewd wit, I can tell 
you, and he's a man good enough, he's one o'th' ſound. 
e eſt Judgment in Troy whoſoever, and a proper man 
of perſon ; when comes Troilus ? I'll ſhew you Troilus 
t anon; if he ſee me, you ſhall ſee him nod at me. 
Cre. Will he give you the nod ? 
Pan. You ſhall fee. 
$ Cre. If he do, the rich ſhall have more. 
He&or poſſe over. 
Pan. That's Hector, that, that, look you,that,there's 
5 | a fellow! Go thy way, Hector, there's a brave man, 
e neice, O brave Hecter ! Look how he looks? there's 
. | a countenance ! is't not a brave man? | 
y Cre. O brave man:? 
Pan. Is he not? It does a man's heart good, look you 
what hacks are on his helmet, look you yonder, do 
| you 


e 
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you ſee? Look you there? There's no jeſting; laying 
on, take't off who will, as they ſay, there he hacks, 
Cre. Be thoſe with ſwords? | 
Paris paſſes over. 
Pan. Swords, any thing, he cares not, and the devi 


come to him, it's all one; by godslid it does one 


heart good. Yonder comes Paris, yonder comes Parh: 
Look ye yonder, niece, is't not a gallant man too 
is't not ? Why, this is brave now : who ſaid he came 
home hurt to day? he's not hurt; why, this will do 
Helen's heart good now, ha? would I could ſee Ty. 
lus now, you ſhall ſee Troilus anon. 

Cre. Who's that? 

Helenus paſſes over, 

Pan. That's Helenus. I maryel where Troilus is, that's 
Helenss.--«T think he went not forth to day; that's 
Helenus. | | 

Cre. Can Helenus fight, uncle? 

Pan. Helenus, no---Yes, he'll fight indifferent well 
II marvel where Twilus is; hark, do "uy nat hear 
the people cry Troilus ? Helenus is a prieſt. 

Cre, What ſneaking fellow comes yonder ? 

Troilus paſſes. over. 

Pan, Where ! yonder ? That's Deiphobus. Tis Trai- 
lus! There's a man, neice---hem=--braye Troilus; 
the prince of chivalry. . 

Cre. Peace, for ſhame, peace. i 

Pan. Mark him, note him: O brave Troiles : look 
well upon him, niece, look you how his ſword is 
bloodied, and his helm more hack'd then Hefor's, 
and how he looks, and how. he goes! O admirable 
youth! he ne'er ſaw. three and twenty. Go thy way 
Troilus, go thy way ; had I a ſiſter were a grace, or a 
daughter a goddeſs, he ſhould take his choice. O 
admirable man! Paris? Paris is dirt to him, and J 
warrant, Helen to change would give Money to boot. 

Enter common Soldiers. | 

Cre. Here come more. | 

Pan. Aſſes, fools, doks, chaff and bran, chaff and 
bran ; porridge after meat. I could live and dye 
itl'eyes of Treilus. Ne'er look, ne'er look; the eagles 
are gone, crows and daus, crows and daws : 2.200 

| be; rather 
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ther be ſuch a man as Troilus, than amen and 
all Greece. | 

(rt. There is among the Greeks Achilles, a better 
man than Troilus. | 

pan. Achilles? a dray-man, a porter, a very camel. 

Oe. Well, well. 

Pan. Well, well--Why, have you any diſcretion? 
Have you any eyes? Do you know what a man is? 
not birth, beauty, good ſhape, diſcourſe, manhood, 
learning, gentleneſs, virtue, youth, liberality, and 
ſo forth, the ſpice and ſalt that ſeaſons a man? 

Cre. Ay, a minc'd man, and then to be bak'd with 
no date in the pye, for then the man's date is out. 

Pan. Lou are ſuch another woman, one knows 
not at what ward you lye. 

Cre. Upon my back, to defend my belly; upon 
my wit, to defend my wiles; upon my ſecreſy, to 
defend mine honeſty; my mask to defend my beau- 
ty, and you to defend all theſe; and at all theſe 
words T lie, at a thouſand watches. 

Pan. Say one of your watches. 

Cre. Nay, I'll watch you for that, and that's one 
of the chiefeſt of them too; if I cannot ward what 
I'would not have hit, I can watch you for telling 


how I took the blow, unleſs it ſwell paſt hiding, 


and then it is paſt watching. 
| Enter Boy. 
Pan. You are ſuch another, 


Boy. Sir, my Lord would inſtantly ſpeak with you. 


Pan. Where? 

Boy. At your own houſe. 

Pan. Good boy, tell him I come, I doubt he be 
hurt, Fare ye well, good niece. 

Cre. Adieu, uncle ; 4 

Pax. I'll be with you, niece, by and by. 

Cre. To bring, uncle. | 

Pan. Ay, a token from Troilus, 


Cre. By the ſame token, you are a ba wd. Ex. Pan. | 


Words, vows, gifts, tears, and loves full ſacrifice, 
He offers in another's enterprize : | : 
But mote in Troilus thouſand fold I ſee, 

Than in the glaſs of Pandars praiſe may be. 


vet 


| 


| 
| 
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Yet held I off. Women are angels wooing 
Things won are done, the ſoul's joy lies in doing: 
That ſhe belov'd, knows nought that knows not 115 , 
Men prize the thing ungain'd, more than it is I 
That ſhe, was never yet, that ever knew f 
Love go ſo ſweet, as when deſire did ſue: 
Archievement is command; ungain'd, beſeech, 
Therefore this maxim out of love I teach - 
That tho' my heart content's firm love doth bear 
Nothing of that ſhall from mine eyes appear,[Exit, 


SCENE Agamemnon's Tent in the Grecian Cany, 


Trumpets, Enter Agamemnon, Neſtor, UI : 
medes, Menelaus, with og _ 

Agam. Princes ; Bc 

What grief hath the jaundice on your cheeks ? Li 

The ample propoſition that hopes make 

In all defigns þegun on earth below, C. 

Fails in the promis'd largeneſs; checks and diſaſters 10 

Grow in the veins of actions higheſt rear'd. D 

As knots by the conflux of meeting ſap, In 

Infe& the ſound pine, and divert his grain F. 

Tortive and errant from his courſe of growth. 

Nor, princes, is it matter new to us, 

That we come ſhort of our ſuppoſe ſo far, 

That after ſeven years ſiege, yet Troy walls ſtand ; 

Sith every action that hath gone before, 

Whereof we have record, trial did draw 

Bias and thwart, not anſwering the aim, 

And that unbodied figure of the thought 

That gave't ſurmiſed ſhape.Whythen, you princes, 

Do you with cheeks abath'd, behold our works, 

And _ them ſhame, which are, indeed, nought 

elſe 

But the protrattive trials of great Jove, 

To find perſiſtive conſtancy in men? 

The fineneſs of which metal is not found 

In fortune's love ; for then, the bold and coward, 

The wiſe and fool, the artiſt and unread, 

The hard and ſofr, ſeem all affin'd, and kin; 


But in the wind and tempeſt of her frown, 
DiſtinQion 
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ditin&tion with a loud and powerful fan, 

affing at all, winnows the light away; 

ad what hath maſs, or matter by itſelf, 

Ties rich in virtue, and unmin led. 

Neſt. With due obſervance of thy godly ſeat, 


reat Agamemnon, Neſtor ſhall app] 

hy lateſt words. 10 the f of chance, 

ies the true proof of men: the ſea being ſmooth, 

low many ſhallow bauble boats dare ſail ; 

pon her patient breaſt making their way 

With thoſe of noble bulk ? 

But let the ruffian Boreat once enrage 

The gentle Thetis, and anon, behold, 

The ſtrong ribb'd bark through liquid mountains 

cuts, | 

Bounding between the two moiſt elements, 

Like Perſeus horſe : where's then the ſawcy boat, 

Whoſe weak untimber'd ſides but even now 

Co- rival'd greatneſs ? either to harbour fled, 

Or made a toſt for Neptune. Even ſo, 

Doth valour's ſhew, and valour's worth divide 

In ſtorms of fortune. 

For, in her ray and brightneſs, 

The herd hath more annoyance by the brize 

Than by the tyger : but, when the ſplitting wind 

Makes flexible the knees of Anna | oaks, 

And flies fled under ſhade, why then 

The thing of courage, 

As rowz'd with rage, with rage doth ſympathize, 

And with an accent tun'd in ſelf-fame key, 

Retires to chiding fortune. 

Ulyſ. Agamemnon, 

Thou great commander, nerve and bone of Greece, 

Heart of our numbers, ſoul, and only ſpirit, 

In whom the tempers and the minds of all 

Should be ſhut up: hear what Ulyſſes ſpeaks. 

Beſides th'applauſe and approbation 

The which, moſt mighty, for thy place and merir. 
| To Agamem. 

And thou moſt reyerend for thy ſtretch-our life, 

| I Neftor. 


57 
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I give to both your ſpeeches, which were ſuch, 

As Aamemnon and the hand of Greece 

Should hold up high in braſs ; and ſuch again 

As venerable Neſtor (hatch'd in ſilver} 

Should. with a bond of air, ſtrong as the axle. tig 

On which the heav'n's 1ide knit all Greeks ears 

To his experienc'd tongue: yet let it pleaſe bay 

(Thou great and wiſe) to hear Ulyſſes ſpeak. 

' 4a. Speak prince of Itbaca: and be't of leſs, 

That matter needleſs, of importleſs burthen (pe 

Divide thy lips; then we are confident, 

When rank Therſites opes his maſtiff jaws, 

We ſhall hear muſick, wit, and oracle. 
. Trey, yet upon his baſis, had been down, 

And the great Hector's ſword had lack'd a maſter, 

But for theſe inſtances. 

The ſpeciality of rule hath been neglected; 

And look how many Grecian tents do ſtand 

Hollow upon this plain, ſo many hollow fadctions. 

When that the general is not like the hive, 

To whom the foragers ſhall all repair, 

What hony is expected? degree being vizarded, 

Th unworthieſt ſhews as fairly in the mask. 

The heav'n's themſelves, the planets, and this center, 

Obſerve degree, priority — lace, 

Inſiſture, courſe, proportion, Kaſon, form, 

Office and cuſtom, in all line of order; 

And therefore is the glorious planet Sol, 

In noble eminence, enthron'd and ſphear'd 

Amidſt the other, whoſe med'cinable eye 

Corretts the ill aſpe&s of planets evil, 

And poſts like the command'ment of a king, 

Sans check, to-good and bad. But when the planets 

In evil mixture to diſorder wander, 

What plagues, and what portents, what mutiny ? 

What raging of the ſea ? ſhaking of earth ? 

Commotion in the winds? frights, changes, horrors, 

Divert and crack, rend and deracinate 

The unity, and married calm of ſtates 

Quite from their fixture 2:O, when degree is ſhaken, 

(Which is the ladder to all high deſigns) 
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ie enterprize is fick. How could communities, 
Degrees in ſchools, and brotherhoods in cities, 
-aceful commerce from dividable ſhores, 

he primogenitive, and due of birth, 

prerogative of age, crowns, ſcepters, lawrels, 
But by degree) ſtand-in authentick place? 

ake but degree away, untune that ſtring, 

nd hark what diſcord 

n meer oppugnancy. The bounded waters 
Would lift their boſoms higher than the ſhores, 
And make a ſop of all this ſolid globe: 
Strength would be lord of imbecility, | 

And the rude ſon would ſtrike his father dead: 


Force would be right; or rather, right and wrong 


(Between whoſe endleſs jar juſtice reſides) 


Would loſe their names, and ſo would juſtice too, ' 


Then every thing includes it ſelf in power. 

Power into will, will into appetite, 

And appetite (an univerſal wolf, 

So doubly ſeconded with will and power), 

Muſt, make-perforce an univerſal prey, 

And laſt, eat up himſelf. Great Agamemnon, 

This chaos, when degree is ſuffocate, | 

Follows the choaking : 

And this negle&ion of degree is it, | 

That by a, pace goes backward, in a purpoſe 

It hath to climb. The general's difdain'd. 

By him one ſtep below, he by the next ; 

That next by him beneath: ſo every ſtep, 

Exampled by the firſt pace, that is ſick 

Of his ſuperior, grows to an envious feaver 

Of pale and bloodleſs emulation. 

And 'tis this feaver that keeps Trey on foot, 

Not her own finews. To end a tale of length, 

Troy in our weakneſs lives, not in her ſtrength, 
Neſt. Moſt wiſely hath Ulyſts here diſcover'd 

The feaver, whereof all our power is ſick. 


Aga. The nature of the ſickneſs found, Myrt, 


What is the remedy ? 


, ; 4 | | & 
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follows: each thing meets 


| 
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The ſine w, and the fore-hand of our hoſt, 
Having his ear full of his airy fame, 

Grows dainty of his wroth, and in his tent 

Lies mocking our deſigns. With him Patreclus, 
Upon a lazy bed, the live-long day 

Breaks ſcurril jeſts : 

And ridiculous and aukward action, 

(Which, ſlanderer, he imitation calls) 

He pageants us. Sometimes, great Agamemnon, 
Thy topleſs deputation he puts on; 

And like a ſtrutting player, whoſe conceit 

Lies in his ham-ſtring, and doth think it rich 
To hear the wooden dialogue and ſound 
Twixt his ſtretch'd footing, and the ſcaffoldage, 
(Such to-be-pitied, and o'er-reſted ſeeming 

He aQts thy greatneſs in) and when he ſpeaks, 
"Tis like a chime mending ; with terms unſquar'd 
Which from the tongue of roaring Typhon "eſe, 
Would ſeem hyperboles. At this fuſty ſtu 

The large Achilles, on his preſt- bed lolling, 
From his deep cheſt, laughs out a lond applauſe : 
Cries---excellent !---'tis Azamennon juſt.--- 

Now play me Neftor---hum, and ſtroke thy beard 
As he, being dreſt to ſome oration. 
That's done ; as near as the extremeſt ends 
Of parallels ; as like as Vulcan and his wife: 
Yet good Achilles ſtill cries, excellent 
"Tis Neſtor right ! now play him, me, Patyoclus, 
Arming to anſwer in a night-alarm--- 

And then forſooth, the faint defects of age 
Muſt be the ſcene of mirth, to cough and ſpit, 
And with a palſie fumbling on his gorger, 
Shake in and out the rivet---and at this ſport, 
Sir valour dies; cries, O !---enough Patroclus--- 
Or, give me ribs of ſteel, I ſhall ſplit all 
In 1 of my ſpleen. And in this faſhion 
All our abilities, gifts, natures, ſhapes, 
Severals and generals of grace exact, 
Atchievements, plots, orders, preventions, 
Excitements to the field, or ſpeech for truce, 


Succeſs 


| 
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1cceſs or loſs, what is, or is not, ſerves _ 
; ſtuff for theſe two, to make paradoxes. L 
Neff. And in the imitation of theſe twain, 
Vho, as Uhſſes ſays, opinion crowns 
ith an imperial voice, many are infect: 
fax is grown ſelf-will'd, and bears his Head, 
1ſuch a rein, is full as proud a place, 
broad Achilles, and keeps his tent like him; 
akes factious feaſts, rails on our ſtate of war, 
zold as an oracle, and ſets Theyſites, 
\ ſlave (whoſe gall coins ſlanders like a mint) 
o match us in compariſon with dirt, 
o weaken and diſcredit our expoſure, 
low rank ſoever rounded in with danger. 
Ulyſ. They tax our policy, and call it cowardiſe, 
ount wiſdom as no member of the war, 
oreſtal our preſcience, and eſteem no act, 
But that of hand: the ſtill and mental parts, 
That do contrive how many hands ſhall ſtrike 
When fitneſs calls them on, and know by meaſure 
Of their obſervant toil, the enemies weight, 
Why this hath not a finger's dignity 
They call this bed-work, mapp'ry, cloſet-war : 
So that the ram, that batters down the wall, 
For the great ears ior rudeneſs of his poize, 
They place before his hand that made the engine, 
Or thoſe that with the fineneſs of their ſouls, 
By reaſon guide his execution. 
Neſt. Let this be granted, and Achille: horſe 
Makes many Thetis* ſons. - [Tucker ſounds, 
Aga. What trumpet ? look, Menelaus. 
Men. From Troy, 
| Euter Eneas. 
Aa. What would you fore our tent? 
uc. Is this great gamemnon's tent, I pray you? 
Aga. Even this. | 
Zne. May one that is a herald and a prince, 
Do a fair meſſage to his kingly ears? 
Aga. With ſurety ſtronger than Achille“ arm, 


Fore all the Greek/ſb heads, which with one voice : 
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Call Samenmon head and general. | 

Ene. Fair leave, and large ſecurity. How may i 
A ſtranger to thoſe moſt imperial looks, | 
Know them from eyes of other mortals? 

Aga. How ? 

Ene. Ay: Lask, that I might waken reverence, 
And on the cheek be ready with a bluſh 
Modeſt as morning, when ſhe coldly eyes 
The youthful Phebus : 

Which is that god in office, guiding men? 
Which is the high and mighty Agemenmmon ? 

Aga. This Trojan ſcorns us, or the men of Troy 
Are ceremonious -courtiers. 

Zne. Courtiers as free, as debonair, unarm'd. 
As bending angels; that's their fame, in peace : 
But when they would ſeem ſoldiers, they have galls, 
Good arms, ſtrong joints, true ſwords, and Joe's 

accord, 
Nothing ſo full of heart. But peace, Tuear, 
Peace, Trojan, lay thy finger on thy lips, 
The worthineſs of praiſe diſtains his-worth, 
If that he prais'd himſelf, brisg the praiſe forth: 
What the repining enemy commends, | 
That breath fame blows, thar praiſe ſole pure 

. _ tranſcends. 

Aga. Sir, you of Troy, call you yourſelf Anta? 

Ene. AY, Greek, that is my name. 

Aa. What's your affair, I pray you? 

ne. Sir, pardon, *tis for Aamemmom's ears, 

3. He hears-nonght-priyately, 
That comes from Troy. EEE 

Ene. Nor I frem Trey come not to whiſper him, 
IT bring a trumpet to awake his ear, 

To ſet his ſenſe on the attentive bent, 
And then to ſpeak. 

A. Speak frankly as the wind, 

It is not Agamemom s ſlee ping hour; 
That thou ſhalt know, Trojan; he is awake, 
He tells thee ſo himſelf. PIE 

ne. Trumpet, blow loud: 

Send thy braſs voice thro' all theſe lazy tents, 
And eyery Greek of mettle, let him know What 


Troilus and Creſſida. 23 


hat Trey means fairly, ſhall be ſpoke aloud. 
[The trumpets ſound, 
e have, great Agamemnon, here in Troy, 
prince calld Hector, Priam is his father: 
Who in this dull and long continu'd truce 
s ruſty grown, he bade me take a trumpet, 
Ind to this purpoſe ſpeak : Kings, princes, lords, 
ir there be one amongſt the fair'ſt of Greece, 
That holds his honour higher than his eaſe, 
hat ſeeks his praiſe, more than he fears his peril, 
hat knows his valour, and knows not his fear, 
hat loves his miſtreſs more than in confeſſion, 
Vith truant yows to her own lips he loves) 
Ind dare avow her beauty and her worth, 
other arms than hers ; to him this challenge. 
efor, in view of Trojan, and of Greeks, 
hall make it good, or do his beſt to do it, 
e hath a lady, wiſer, fairer, truer, 
han ever Greek did compaſs in his arms, 
nd will to-morrow with his trumpet call, 
lid way between your tents, and walls of Tu, 
0 rouze a Gretian that is true in love. 
f any come, Hector ſhall honour him: 
f none, he'll ſay in Toy when he retires, 
he Grecian dames are fun-burnt, and not worth 
he ſplinter of a lance, even ſo much. 
a. This ſhall be told, our lovers, lord-4xeas, 
f none of them have ſoul in ſuch a kind, 
Ve * left them all at home: but we are ſol- 
iers 3 
nd may that ſoldier a meer recreant prove, 
hat means not, hath not, or is not in love; 
f then one is, or hath, ox means to be; 
hat one meets Hector; if none, TIl be he. 
Neſt. Tell him of Neſtor; one that was a man 
When Hector's grandſire ſuck d; he is old now, 
ut there be not in our Grecian mold, | 
Ine noble man, that. hath one ſpark of fire, 
o anſwer for his love: tell him from me, 
ll hide my filver beard in a gold beaver, 
Id in my vantbrace put hls wie Drown, F 
n 
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And meeting him, will tell him, that my lad 
Was fairer than his grandam,. and as chaſte 


As may be in the world; his youth is flood, H n 
I'll pawn this truth with my three drops of bly — 
Ane. Now Heav'ns forbid ſuch ſcarcity of yoyy — 

Ulyſ. Amen. 

* Our 
Let me touch your hand : Alb 
To our pavilion ſhall I lead you firſt: Of 
Achilles ſhall have word of this intent, And 
So ſhall each lord of Greece from tent to tent : To 
Yourſelf ſhall feaſt with us before you go, The 
And find the welcome of a nobler foe; , [Era Ot 

Manent Ulyſſes and Neſtor, He 

Ulyſ. Neſtor. =» And 

Neſt. What ſays Ulyſſes ? Mal 

Ulyſ. 1 have a young conception in my brain, I As 
Be you my time to bring it to ſome ſhape. Ou! 

Neſt, What is't ? Wh 

Ulyſ. This 'tis : Tot 
Blunt wedges rive hard knots ; the ſeeded pride I Wh 
That hath to this maturity blown up Inr 
In rank Ach:tes, muſt or now be cropt, Dir 
Or, ſhedding, breed a nurſery of like evil 0 
To over-bulk us all. The 

Neſt. Well, and how now? Le 


Ulyſ. This challenge that the valiant Hector ſends, I An. 


However it is ſpread in general name, Th 
Relates in purpoſe only to Achilles. Sh: 

Neſt. The 2 is perſpicuous even as ſubſtana I Tb 
Whoſe groſſneſs little characters ſum up, For 
And in the publication make no ſtrain : Arc 
Bur that Achilles, were his brain as barren 
As banks of Lybia, though, Apolb knows, * 
"Tis dry enough, will with great ſpeed of judę A 

ment, 


Ay, with celerity, find Hector's purpoſe 
Pointing on him. , 
Ulyſ. And wake him to the anſwer, think you? 
Neſt. Yes, tis moſt meet; whom may you 
oppoſe | 


That can from Hector bring his honour off. 


© i not Achi'es? Though't be a ſportful Combat, 
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Yet in this T'ria! much Opiniun dwells, 

For here our Trojans taſte our dear'it repute 

With their fin'ſt Palatez And truſt to me, Ulyſſes, 

Our |mputation ſhall, be odly pois'd 

In this wild Action. For the Succeſs, 

Although particular, ſhall have a ſcantling, 

Of good or bad, unto the General : 

Andin ſuch Indexes, although ſmall Prick 

To their ſubſequent Volumes, there is ſeen 

The baby figure of the giant-maſs "1 

Ot things to come at large. It is ſuppos'd, 

He that meets Hector, iſlues from our choicez 

And choice being mutual a& of a!l our Souls, 

Makes Merit her Election, and doth boil 

As'twere from forth us all; a MandiſtilFd 

Out of our Virtues, who milcarrying, _ 

What Heart from hence receives the conqu'ring part | 

Toſtcel a ſtrong Opinion to themſelves, 

Which entertain'd, Limbs are his Inſtruments, 

Inno leſs working, than are Swvords and Bows 

3 by nod roma Specel 
Y. Give pardonto my Speech; 

— of x35. Acbilles meet not Hector: 

Let us, like Merchants, ſhew our fuuleſt Wares, 

And think perchance they Il (ell, if not, | 

The luſtre of the better, yet to ſhew, 

Shall ſhew the better. Do not conſent, 

That ever He:#r and Achilles meet : 

For both our Honour, and our Shame in this, 

Are dogg'd with two ſtrange Followers, 
Neſt. I ſee them not with my old Eyes: What are they? 
Uly/. What Glory our Achilles tharesfrom H:&or, 

Were he not proud, we all ſhould wear with him: 

But he already is too inſolent; 75 

And we were better parch in Aſrict Sun 

Than in the pride and ſalt ſcorn of his Eyes, 

Should he ſcape Hecter fair. If he were foil'd, 

Why then we did our main Opinion cruſh 

In taint of eur beſt Man, 9 * make a Lott'ry, 
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And by device let blockiſh Ajax draw 

The ſort to fight with He# r: Among our ſelves, 

ive him allowance as the worthier Man, 

For that will Phyſick the great M;rmiden, 

Who broils in loud applauſe, and make him fall 

His Creſt, that prouder than blue Iris bends» 

If the dull brainleſs Ajax come ſafe off, 

We'll dreſs him up in Voices; if he fail, 

Yet go we under our Opinion till, 

That we have better Men. But hit or mils, 

Our Projects lite this ſhape of ſenſe aſſumes, 

Ajax imploy'd, plucks down Acbilles Plumes. 
N:/t. Now Ulyſſes, I begin to reliſh thy advice, 

And I will give a taſte of it forthwith 

To Azamemnon, go we to him ſtreight; 

Two Curs ſhall tame each other; Pride alone 

Muſt tar the Maſtiffs on, as'twere their Bone. [ Exeunt, 
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SCENE E the Grecian Camp. 


Enter Ajax and Therſites. 


Ajax. Herfites. 5 
Ther, Agamemmen—how if he had Bile 
full, all over generally, [Talk ing to bimſch. 
Ajax. Therſites. 
Ther. And thoſe Biles did run—ſay ſo— did not the 
Ceneral run, were not that a Botchy core? 
Ajax, Dog. 
Ther. Then there would come ſome matter from him: 
ie@ none now. 5 
Ajax. Thou Bitch- Wolf's Son, canſt thou not hear? 
Feel then. [ Strikes bin. 
Ther. The po. aa of Greece upon thee, thou Mungrel 
bcet-witted Lord. - 
Ajax. Speak then, you whinid ſt leaven, ſpeak, I will 
bcat thee into handſomne;s, he 
7. 
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Ther. I ſhall ſooner rail thee into wit and holineſs; but 
I think thy Horſe will ſooner con an Oration, than thou 
earn a Prayer without Book: T hou cant ſtrike, canſt 
hou ? a red Murrain o'thy Jades tricks, | 

Ajax. Toads-ſtool, learn me the Proclamation. 

Ther, Doeſt thou think I have no ſenſe, thou ſtrik'ſt me 

Ajax - The Proclamation. (thus ? 

Ther. Thou art-proclaim'd a Fool, I think. _ 

Ajax. Do not Porcupine, do not; my Fingers itch. 

Ther. I would thou didft itch from Head to Foot, and 
bad the ſeratching of thee, 1 would make thee the 
loathſom ſt cab in Greece, 

Ajax. I ſay the Proclamation. | 
Ther, Thou grumbleſt and raileſt every hour on Achilles. 
nd thou art as full of Envy at his Greatneſs, as Ce brru, 
s at Proſerpina's Beauty. I, that thou bark | at him. 
Ajax, Miſtreſs Therſites. 

Ther. Thou ſhouldſt ſtrike him. 

Ajax. Cob'ioat, | | 
Ther, He would pun thee into Shivers with his Fiſt, as 
Sailor breaks a Bisket. +: 

Ajax, You whorlon Cur, [ Beating bim. 
Ther. Do, do. | | 
Ajax. Thou ſtool for a Witch, | 
Ther, Ay, do, thou ſodden witted Lord; thou haſt no 
tore Brain than I have in my Elbows : An Aſinico may 
utor thee. Thou ſcurvy valiant Ats, thou art here but 
othreſh Trejans, and thou art bought and fold among 
hole of any wit, like a Barbarian Slave. If thou ule to 
beat me, I wil} begin at thy Heel, and tell what thou art 
dy Inches, thou thing of no Bowels, thou. 

Ajax, You Dog. | 

Ther, 'You ſcurvy Lord. | 

Ajax. You Cur. ; [ Peating him. 
Ther, Mars his Idiot; do Rudeneſs, do Camel, do, do. 

Enter Achilles aud Patroclus. 8 

A. bil. Why, how now, Ajax? wheretore do you this ? 
now now, Therftes 2 what's the matter, Man? 

Ther. You ſec him there, do you ? 

Achil, Ay, what's the Matter ? | 

| is Ter. 
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Ther. Nay, look upon him. 

Achil, So I do, what's the matter ? 
Ther, Nay, but regard him well. 

Achil. Well, I do ſo. 

Ther. But yet you look not well upon him; for whiy 
ever you take him to be, he is Ajax. 

Habil. I know that Fool. 

Ther. Ay, but that Fool knows-not himſelf, 

Ajax. Therefore I beatthee, 

Ther. Lo, lo, lo, lo, what modicums of wit he utterly 
Evaſions have Ears thus long, I have bobb'd his B 
more than he has beat my Bones: I will buy nine Span 
for a Penny, and his Pia Mater is not worth the nine bu 
of a Sparrow. This Lord -( Achilles) Ajax, who wear h 
Wit in his Belly, and his Guts in his Head, Il] tell jg 
what I ay of him. 

Achil, ae ? fer to ile bir, Achill 

Ajax offers to ſlrike bim, illes interpoſ; 

Ther. I ſay, this Ajax * 

Achil, Nay, good Ajax. 

Ther. Has not ſo much Wit 

Achil. Nay, I muſt hold you. 

Ther. As will ſtop the Eye of Helen's Needle, for whe 
he-comes to fight. | 

Achil. Peace, Fool, 

Ther. I would have peace and quietneſs, but the Fol 
will not: he there, that he, look you there. 

Ajax. O thou damn'd Cur, I ſhal] 

A. bil. Will you ſet your Wit to a Fool's ? 

Ther. No, I warrant you, for a Fool's will ſhame ii. 

Pat. Good Words, Therſites. 

Achil. What's the Quarrel ? 

Ajax, I bad the vile Owl, go learn me the tenure oll 
Proclamation, and he rails upon me. 

Ther. I ſerve thee not. 

Ajax, Well, go to, go to. 

1 her. I ſerve here voluntary, 

Acbil. Your laſt Service was Sufferance, twas not volu 
tary, no Man is beaten voluntary: Ajax was here tÞ*" 
luntary, and jou as under an Impreſs. 
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Ther. Ex 'n ſo-a great deal of your Wit too lies in your 

ne ws, or Elſe there be Liars: Her ſhall have a great 

Ach, if he knock out either of your Brains, he were as 

ood crack a tuſty Nut with no Kernel. 

Achil. What, with me too, Therſites ? 

Ther. There's Ulyſſes, and old Nef#-r, whoſe Wit was 

ouldy e er their Grandfires had Nails on their Toes, yoke 

ou like draft Oxen, and make you plough up the wair. 

Achil. What! what! , 
Ther, Yes, good ſooth, to A billes, to Ajax, to 

ax. hall cut out your Tongue. 

in _ Tis-no Matter, | ſhall ipeak-as much as thou af- 

ads. 8 | 

Pat. No more Words, Therſites. - 

Ther. Iwill hold my peace when Achill es Brach bids me, 

ball 1? 

Arbil. There's for you, Patroclus. Fo 

Ther, I will ſee you hang'd like Clotpoles, e'er I come 

ny more to your Tents, I will keep where there is Wit 

irring, and leave the Faction of Fools. [ Exit. 

Tat. A good riddance. 

Achil. Marry this, Sir, is proclaim'd through all our Hoſt, 

bat Heftor, by the fifth Hour of the Sun, 

ill with a Trumpet, twixt our Tents and Try, 

o Morrow morning call ſome Knight to Arms, 

bat hath a Stomach, and ſuch a one that dare 

aintain | know not what: Tis Traſh, fare wel. 

Ajax. Farewel ! who ſhall anſwer him? 

Acbil, I know not, tis put to Lott ry; otherwiſe 

le knew his Man. ebe 

Ajax. O, meaning you; I will go learn more of it. Exit. 


SCENE II. Priam's Palace in Troy. 
Enter Priam, Hector, Troilus, Paris, and Helenus. 


Pri. After ſo many Hours, Lives, Speeches ſpent, 
bus once again ſays Neſtor from the Greeks, 
heliyer Helen, and all Damage elſe 
\s Honour, loſs of Time, Travel, Expence, 
ounds, Friends, AT + elle dear, that is conſum d 
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In hot digeſtion of this Cormorànt War) 
Shall be ſtruck off. Hector, what ſay you to't ? 
Hef, Though no Man leſſer fears the Greeks than I, 

As far as touebes my particular; yet, dread Priam, 
I here is no Lady of more ſofter Bowels, 

More ipungy to ſuck in the ſenſe of tear, 

More ready to cry out, M ho knows what follows, 
Than He@er is; the wound of Peace is ſurety, 
Surety lecure; but modeſt doubt is call'd 

The Beacon of the wiſe; the Tent that ſearches 
To th bottom of the worſt. Let Helen go. 

Since the firſt ſword was drawn about this Queſtion, 
Every Tithe Soul mongſt many thouſand diſmes, 
Hath been as dear as Helen, I mean of ours: 

It we have loſt ſo many Tenths of ours 

Lo guard a thing not ours, ner worth to us 

(Had it our Name) the value of one ten; . 
What merit's in that reaſon, which denies 

'The yielding of her up? 

1ra, Fie, fie, my Erother: 

Weigh you the worth and honour ofa King 

(So great is our dread Father) in a Scale 

Gf common Ounces? will you with Counters ſum 
Ib valt proportion of his Infinite? 

And buckic in a waſte, moſt fathomleſs, 

Mich Spans and Inches fo diminative, . 

As Fears and Reaſons? Fie for godly ſhame. 


He!. No marvel, tho' you bite eee at Realons, -. 


Youare empty of them. Should not our Father 

Fear the gieat [way of his Affairs with Reaſons, 

1 ecaulc y cur Speech hath none that tells him ſo ? . 
Tri, You are for Dreams and Slumbers, Brother Priel, 

You fur your Gloves withReaſons: Here are your Reaſor 

You know an Enemy intends you harm: | 

You know, a Sword imploy'd is perillc us, 

Ard Rea!cn flies the ohject of all harm: 

W ho marvels then, when Helenus beholds 

A Gre ian and his Sword, if he do let 

The very wings of Realon to his Heels: 


Or like a Star dilorb'd,-Nay, if we talk of Reaſon, * 


o 


, 


If you'l ayouch *"twas Wildom, Paris went, 
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And fly like chidden Mercury from eve, 
Let's ſhut our Gates and lee p: Manhood and Honour 
Should have hard Hearts, would they but fat their Thoughts 
With this cramm'd Realon: Reaſon and Reſpect 
Make Lovers pale, and luſt) hood deject. 
He#. Brother, ſhe is not worth 

What ſhe doth coſt the holding. 
Trei. W hat's ought, but as tis va'u'd ? 
Hed, But value dwells not in particular Will, 

It holds his Eſtimate and Dignity, 

As well wherein ' tis precious of it ſelf, 

As in the prizer: I is made Idolatry, 

Io make the Service greater than the God; 

And the will dotes, th t is inclinable 

To what infectioully it (elf affects, 

Without ſomes Image of th' affected Merit. 
Trci, I take to day a Wite, and my Election 

Is led on in the conduct of my Will; 

My willerkindled in mine Eyes and Ears, 

Two tradin, Filuts twiæt the dangerous Shores 

Ot Will and Judgment. How may I avoid 

Although my W ill diſtaſt what is elected) 

the ite | choſe ? there can be no evalion | 

To hlench from this, and to ſtand firm by Honour, 

Ve turn not back the Silks upon the Merchant, 

\\ ben we have !poil'd them; nor the remainder Viands 

Me do not throw in unrelpective place, 

Fecaule we now are full. It was thought mezt 

Paris ſhuuld do ſome Vengeance on the Greeks : 

Your Breath of full conſent bellied his Sails, 

The Seas and Winds (old Wranglers) to ka Truze, 

And did him ſervice; he touzh'd the Ports delic'd, 

And for an old Aunt, whom the Gree#s held Capt: ve, 

He brought a Greecian Queer, whole youth and trethneſs 

Wrinkles Apollo's, and makes ſtale the Morning, 

Why keep we ler? the Greczans kzep our Aunt : 

Is ſhe worth keeping ? why, ſhe is a Pearl, 

Whole Price hath launch'd above a thouland Ships, 

And turn'd crown'd King's to Merchants. 
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(As you muſt needs, for you all cry'd, Go, go: 
[f you'll confeſs, he brought home noble Prize) 
As you mult needs, for you all clay'd your: Hands, 
And cry'd, ineſtimable;) why do you now 
Ihe iſſue of your proper Wiſdoms rate, 

And do a deed that Fortune never did, 
Beggar the Eſtimation, which you priz'd 
Richer than Sea and Land? O Theft moſt baſe ! 
That we have ſtoln what we do fear to keep. 
Eut Thieves, unworthy of a thing ſo ſtoln, 
That in their Country did them that Dilgrace, 
Me fear to warrant in our rative Place. 
Enter Caſſandra with her Hair about her Ears, 

Caf. Cry, Trijans, cry. 

Pri. What noiſe? what ſhriek is this? 

407, Tis our mad Siſter, I do know her Voice. 

Caſ. Cry, Trejans. 

Hed, It is Caſſandra. 

Caſ. Cry, Trijens, cry; lend me ten thouſand Eves, 
And I will fill them with prophetick Tears. 

Hes. Peace, Siſter, prace. 

caſ Vir ins ard Boys, mid-Age and wrinkled Old, 
Soft Infancy, that nothing can but cry, 
Add to my Clamour: Let us pay betimes 
A moiety of that maſs of Moan to come, 
Cry, Trcejans, cry, practiſe your Eyes with Tears, 
Tr:y muſt not be, nor goodly Ilion Rand, 
Our Fire-brand Brother Haris burns us all. 
Cry, Trejans, cry, a Helen and a Wo; 
Cry, cry, Try burns, or elſe let Helen go. Exit. 
He#. Now youthſul Troilus, do not the high Strains 
Of Divination in cur Siſter work 
Same touch:s of Remorſe? or is your Blood 
So madly hot, that no Diſcourſe of Reaſon, 
Nor fear of bad Succels in a bad Cauſe, 
Can qualike the ſame? 

Tror, Why, Brother Hector, 
We may not think the juſtneſs of each act 
Such and no other than Event doth form it; 
Nax orce deje& the Courage of our Minds, 
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Becauſe Caſſandra's mad; her brain ſick Raptures 
Cannot gm the Goodnets of a Quarrel, : 
Which hath our ſeyeral Honours all engag d 
To make it gracious. For my private part, 
I am no more touched than all Priam's Sons, 
And Jove forbid; there ſhould be done amongſt us- 
Suck things as might offend the weakeſt Spleen, 
To fight for, and maintain. 

Par. Elſe might the World convince of Levity, 
As well my Undertakings, as your Counſels: 
But I atteſt the Gods, your fult conſent 
Gave Wings to my Propenſion, and cut off 
All Fears attending on fo dire a Project. 
For what, alas, can theſe my ſingle Arms? 
What Propugnations is in one Man's Valour, 
To ſtand the Puſh and Enmity of thoſe 
This Quarrel would excite ? Yet, I proteſt, 
Were I alone te paſs the Difficulties, 
And had as ample Power, as I have Wi!l, 
Paris ſhall ne er retra& what he hath donc. 
Nor faint in the purſuit. 

Pri. Paris, you ſpeak 
Like one beſotted on your ſweet Delights; 
Mou have the Honey itil], but · theſe the Gall, 
So to be valiant, is no Praile at all. 

Par, Sir, I propoſe not meerly to my ſelf, 
The Pleaſures ſuch a Beauty brings with it: 
But I would have the Soil of her fair Rape 
Wip'd off in honourable keeping her. 
What Treaſon were it to the raniack'd Queen, 
Dilgrace to your great Worths, and Shame to me, 
Now to deliver her Poſſeſſion up, 
On terms of baſe Compulſion? Car- it be, 
That fo degenerate a ſtrain as this, 
Shoutd once ſet foot within your generous Boſoms ? - 
There's not the meaneſt Spirit on our Party, 
Without a Heart to dare, or Sword to draw, 
M hen Helen is defended : Nox rone ſo Noble, 
Whoſe Life were ill beſtow'd, or Death unfam'd,. 
Where. Helen is the Subject. Then, I ſay, 
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Well may we fight for her, whom we know well, * 
The World's large Spaces cannot parallel. 70 

Hec. Paris and Troilus, you have both ſaid well: S 
And on the Cauſe and Queſtion, now in Hand, As 
Have gloſs'd, but ſuperficially; not much Fo 
Unlike young Men, whom graver Sages think 
Unfit to hear moral Philolophy, } * Yo 
The Reaſons you i o more conduce Ih 
To the hot Paſſion of diſtemper'd Blood, Th 


Than to make up a free Determination 


Ta ixt Right and Wrong: For Pleaſure and Revenge, | * 
Have Ears more deaf than Adders, to the Voice W. 
Ot any true deciſion. Nature craves Th 


All Dues be rendered to their Owners; now 
What nearer Debt in all Humanity, 

Than Wite is to the Husband ? If this Law 
Of Nature becorrupted through Affection, 
And that great Mindsof partial Indulgence 
To their benummed Wil's, reſiſt the lame, 
Thereisa Lawin each well-ordered Nation, 
To curb thoſe raging Appetites that are 
Moſt diſobedient and refractory. 

If Hellen then be Wife to Sparta's King, 

(As it is known ſhe is) theſe moral Laws 

Of Nature, and of Nations, ſpeak aloud _ 
To have her back return'd, Thus to perſiſt 
In doing wrong, extenuates not wrong, 

But makes it much more heavy. Hefor's Opinion 
Is this in way of truth; yet ne'erthelels, 

My farightly Brethren, I propend to you 

In reſolution to keep Helen ſtill ; 

For 'tisa Cauſe that hath no mean dependance, 

Upon our joint and ſeveral Dignities. | 

Trei. Why there, you touch d the Life of our Deſizns: 

Were it not Glory that we more affecte d, 5 
Than the performance of our — Spleens, 

I would not wiſh a drop of Trojan Blood 

Spent more in her Defence. But worthy Hector, 5 
She is a Theam of Honour and Renown, 

A Spur to valiant and magnanimpus Deeds, 
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Whoſe preſent Courage may beat down our Foes, 
And Fame, in time to come, canonize us. | 
For I preſume, brave Hefor would not loſe 
So rich adyantage of a promis'd Glory, 
As Smiles upon the Forchead of this Action, 
For the wide World's Revenue. 

Hee. T am yours, 
You valiant Off-ſpring of great Priamus, 
] have a roiſting Challenge ſent amongſt 
The dull and factious Nubles of the Greeks, 
Will ſtrike Amazement to their drowſie Spirits. 
{ I was advertis d, their great general ſlept, - 
Whilſt Emulation in the Army crept 7 
This I preſume will wake him. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE II. The GrecianCanp, 


| Enter Therſites ſolus. R 

How now, Therſtes? what, loſt in the Labyrinth of thy 
Fury? Shall the Elephant Ajax carry it thus? He beats me, 
and I rail at him: O worthy SatisſaRion ! would it were o- 
therwiſe ; that I could beat him, whilſt he rail'd at me: 
'Sfoot, I'll learn to conjure and raile Devils, but FN ſee 
tome iſſue of my ſpiteful Execrat ions. Then there's A- 
chilles, a rare ng gona If Troy be not taken till theſe” 
two undermine it, the Walls will Rand 'till they fall of 
themſelves. O thou great Thunder-darter of 0- 
ymus, forget that thou art Jore the King of Gods; and 
Mercury lole all the Serpentine Craft of thy Caduceus, it 
thou take not that little, little, leſs than little, wit from 
them that they have, which ſhort-arm'd Ignorance it ſelf 
knows, is lo abundant ſcarce, it will not in Circum yen- 
tion deliver a Fly from a Spider, without drawing the 
maſſy Irons and cutting the Web: After this, the Ven- 
geance on the whole Camp, or rather the Bone-ach, for 
that, me thinks, is the Curſe dependant on thoſe that 
war for a Placket. I have ſaid my Prayers, and Devil, 
Envy, ſay Amen, Whaz ho? my Lord Achilles? | 
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Enter Patroclus. 

| rk Who's there? Therſites, Good Therſites come in 

Ther, If I could have remembred a gilt Counter, thou 
would'ſt not have ſlip d out of my Contemplation, but it 
is no matter, thy ſelf upon thy ſelf, The common Curle 
of Mankind, Folly and Ignorance be thine in great Re- 
venue; Heaven bleſs thee from a Tutor, and Diſcipline 
come not near thee, Let thy Blood be thy Direction till 
thy Death, then it ſhe that lays thee out, ſays thou art a 
tair Coarſe, I'll be lworn and ſworn upon't, the never 
ſhrowded any but-Zazars. Amen. Where's Achilles? 

Patr. What, art thou devout? waſt thou in a Prayer? 

q Ther, Ay, the Heav'ns hear me... | 
Enter Achilles, 

Acbil. Who's there? K 

Patr. Therſites, my Lord. 

Achil. Where, where? art thou come? why my Cheeſe, 
my Migeſtiun-· hy haſt thou not ſerved thy ſelf up 
to my Table, ſo many Meals? Come, what's Agamem: 
nen ? I | 


Ther, Thy Commander, Achilles; then tell me Patri 


telus, what's Achilles ? 


Patr. Thy Lord, Therfites: then tell me, I pray thee, 


what's thy ſelf ? 


Ther. 1 by Knower, Patroclus': then tell me Tatroclus, 


what art thou? | | 
- Patr,. Thou may ſt. tell, that koow' th ; 
Achil. O tell, tell. | * 


. Ther. I' decline the whole Queſtion Agamenmon com; 
mar ds. ichilles, Achilles is my Lord, L am Patroclus sKno wer, 


and Patrcclus is a Fool. 

Patr. You Raſcal 
Ther. Peace, Fool, I have not done. | 

Achill. He is a privileg'd Man. Proceed, Thexſites. 


lber. Agamemucn is a Fool, Achilles is a Fool, Tberſites 


is a Foo), and, as aforelaid, Patroclus is a Fool. 
Abi. Derive this; come. 
Ther. Ag ame mnon is a Fool to offer to command Achilles, 
Achilles is a Fool to be commanded of Agamemnon, ** 
: | | | 1105 
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ſues is a Fool to ferye ſuch a Fool, and Patreclus is à Fool 


litive. 


Patr, Why am I a Fool! N Bf 

Enter Agamemnon, Ulyſſes, Neſtor, Diomedes, Ajax : 

and Chalcas. 
Ther. Make that Demand to thy Creator, it ſuſſices me. 
thou art, Look you who comes here? 
Acbil. Patroclus, I'll ſpeak. with. na Body: Come in with 
me, Tberſites. Exit. 
Ther. Here. is ſuch Patchery, ſuch Jugling. ſuch 

Knavery: all the Argument is a Cuckald and a. Whare, a 

good Quarrel to draw emulatious Factions, and bleed ta 

Death upon: Now the dry Serpige on the Subject, and. 

War and Lechery confound all. 

Aga. Where is Achilles? 
Patr. Within his Tent, but ill-diſpos d, my Lord. 
Aga. Let it be known to him that we are here. 

He ſent our Meſſengers, and we lay by 

Our Appertainments, viſiting of him: 

Let him be told of, leſt perchance he think 

We dare not move the Queſtion of our place, 

Or know not what we are. " 
Patr, I ſhall ſo ſay to him. [Exit 
Uiyſ. We ſaw him at the opening of his Tent, ) 

He is not ſick, iS am e ob a tt 
Ajax. es, Lion-ſick, ſick of a proud heart: you, may. 

call it. melancholy, if you will favour the Man, but by my 

head, 'tis Pride; but why, why let him ſhew us the 

cauſe. A word, my Lord. [T. Agamemnons; 
Neſt. What moves Ajax thus to bay at him 4 
Ul. Achilles hath inveigled his Fool from him. 
Net. Who, Tberſite ? e 224 
Uly/. He. p , 8 tc « ? 

4 Neſt, Then will Ajax lack Matter, if he have loſt, his 
rgument. | Led Gt; 3-7 i 
Ulyſ. No, yourſee he is his Argument, that has his Ar- 

gument, Achilles. 240 87! a 
Neſt. All the better, this Fraction is more our Wiſh than 

their Faction; but it. was a ſtrong Counſel that a Fool. 

could diſunite. 3 
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O The Amity that Wiſdom knits not, Folly my 
eaſily untye. 
| Fer Patroelus. 

Here comes Petroclus, 

Neſt. No Achilles with him? 

Cf. The Elephant hath Joints, but none ſor Courteſie, 
His. Legs are Legs for neeeMity, not for flight. 

 Patr, Achilles bids me ſay, he is much forry, \ 
If any thiag more than your ſport and pleaſure, 
Did move your Greatnehfs, and this noble State, 
To call upon him; he hopes it is no ather, 
But for your Heaſek and your digeſtion fake ; 
An after-Dinner's Breath. 

Aga. Hear you Patroclus; 
We are tod well acquainted with theſe Anſwers : 
But his evaſion wing'd thus ſwift with ſcorn, 
Cannot outflie our Apprehenſions. 
Much attribute he hath, and much the reaſon, 
Why we aſcribe it to him; yet all his Virtues, 
(Not virtuouſly of his own pert behold) 
Do in our eyes begin to loſe their gloſs; 
And like fair Fruit in an unwholſom Diſh, 
Are like to rot untaſted ; go and tell him, 
We come to ſpeak with him, and you ſhallnot ſin, 
If you do ſay, we think him cver- proud, 
Abi under e in Self-afſumption greater 
Than in the note of Judgment ; and worthier than himſelſ 
Here tend the Savage Strangeneſs he puts on, 

ile the holy ſtrength of their command, 

And under write in an obſerving kind 
His humerous predominarce; yea, watch 
His pettiſh Lines, his Ebbs, his Flows; as if 
The Paſſage and whole Carriage of this Action 
Rode on his Tide. Go tell him this, and add, 
That if he over-hold his Price ſo much, 
We'll none of him; but let him, like an Engine 
Not portable, lye under this report. | 
Bring Action hither, this cannot go to War: 
A ſtirring Dwarf we do allowance give, 
Befors a ſlceping Gyant ; tell him ſo, 
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Pat. I ſhall, and bring his Anſwer ws "he [ Exit. 
Ada. In ſecond Voice we'll not be ſatisfied, | * 
ve come to ſpeak with him. Ulyſes, enter you. 


| ue Ulyitcs. 
Ajax. What is he more than another ? een 
Aga. No more than what he thinks he is. 
Ajax. Is he ſo much? do you not thiok he thinks him- 
ſelf a better Man than I am ? fo Ds d 4 

Aga. Noqueltion. © RIM bun 

Ajax. Will you ſubſcribe'bis Thought, and fay, he is? 

Aga. No, noble Ajax, you are as 8.5 as valiant, as 
wiſe, no leſs noble, much more geftle, and alrogether 
more tractable. 0 | 

Ajax. Why ſhould a Man be proud? How doth Pride 
grow? I know not what it is. 

Aga. Your Mind is clearer, Ajax, and your Virtues 
the tairer ; be that is proud, eats up himſelf. Pride is his 
own Glaſs, his own Trumpet, his own Chronicle, and 
whatever Praiſes it ſelf but in the Deed, devours the 
Deed in the Praiſe. | | 225 

Enter Ulyſſes. 

Aiax. 1 do hate a proud Man, as I hate the engend- 
ring of Toads. | | F 
Ne. Vet he loves himſelf; Is t not ſtrange? 

Uly/. Arbi es will not to the Field to- Morrow. 

Aga, What's his Excuſe? enen 

Uly/. He doth rely on none; 

But carries on the Stream of his Diſpoſe, 2 
{ Without obſervance or teſpect of any, 9 58 
In Will peeuliar, and in Self admiſſion. 
Aga. Why will he not, upon our fair requeſt, 
Un- tent his Perſon, and ſhare the Air with us? 

Ni. Things ſmall as — 45 for Requeſts ſake onlx 
He makes important 1 e is with Greatneſs, 
And ſpeaks not to himſelf, but with a Pride Ad 

That quarrels at Self- breath.  Imagin'd Wrath 

Holds in his Blood ſuch ſwoln and hot Diſcourſe, 
That twirt his mental and his active Parts, 
Kingdom d Acbilkes in commotion rages, 
And batters *gainſt it ſelf ; what ſhould I fay ? 
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He is ſo plaguy proud, that the Death-tokens of it- 
Cry no Recovery. 
Aga. Let Ajax go to him. 
Dear Lord, go you and greet himin his Tent; 
Tis ſaid he * holds s you- 4 and will be.led 
At your Requeſt, a little from himſelf. 
N. O, Agame mnon, let it not be ſo, 
We'll conſecrate the Ste = that Ajax makes, R 
When they go from Achilles; ſhall the proud Lord, 
That baſtes his Arrogance with his own Seam, 
And never _—_ matter of the World 
Enter his Thoughts, ſave ſuch as do revolve 
And ruminate himſelf? Shall he be worſhip'd, 
Of that we hold an Idol, mere than he? 
No, this thrice worthy, "and right valiant Lord, 
Muſt. not ſo ſtale his x99 nobly acquir'd, 
Nor by my Will aſſubjugate his Merit, 
As amply titled, as Aches is; by going to Achilles : 
That were ta enlard bis. Fat, Nr „Pride, 
And add more Coles to Cancer, when he burns 
With entertaining great Hyperion, 
This Lord go to = ? Jupiter forbid, 
And fay in Thunder, Achilles go to him, 
Nef. O this is well, he rubs the Vein ot bim. 
Dio. And bow his filence drinks up this applauſe. 
Ajax. If I goto him with my armed Fiſt, 
Fl paſh him o'er the Face. 
Aga. O no, you ſhall: not. ga. 
Ajax. And he be proud with me, I'll Diete 1 bis Pride; 
let me go to hum. 
Ulyſ. Not for the worth that hangs upon our Quarrel. 
Ajax. A paultry inſolent relle | | 
Neſt. How. he deſcribes himſe f. 
Ajax, Can he not be lociable ? 4 
Ulyſ. The Raven chides blackneſs. 
52 I'll let his Humours Blood. 
Aga. He will be zhe. Phyſſcian, that ſi6uld be ehe Pati 
Ajax. And all Men were o'tiy Mind 
Ust Wit FO be out of Faſhion, 


Ajax, 
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Ajax. He ſhould not bear it ſo, he ſhould eat Swords 
firſt ; ſhall Pridecarryit? | 

Neſt. And twould, you'd carry half. 

Uly/. He would have ten ſhares. | | 

Ajax. I will knead him, I'll make him ſupple, he's not 
yet through 'warm. | 8 
| Neſt. Force him with Praifes, pour in, pour in, his 
Ambition is dry. | ke" 95g 

U.yſ. My Lord, you feed too much on this diſlike. 

Nes. Our noble General, do not do ſo. 

Div. You muſt prepare to fight without Achilles. 

U y/. Why, tis this naming ot him doth him harms 
Hereisa Man but tis before his Face——— 
will be ſilent. | 

Nest. Wherefore ſhould you fo ? 

He is not emulous, as Achilles is. 

Uly/. Know the whole World, he is as valiant;  - _ 

Ajax. A whorlon Dog! that ſhall palter thus with u 
would he were a Trojan. 

Nuſt. What a Vice were it in Ajax how — - 

Ulyſ. If he were proud. 

Dio. Or covetous of Praiſe. 

Uly/.. Ay, or ſurly born, | | | 

Dio. Or ſtrange, or ſelſ- affected. (poſure 

Ulyſ;, Thank the Heavy ns, Lord, thou art of a ſweet Com- 
Praiſe him that got thee, ſhe that gave thee ſuck: _ 
Fame be thy Tutor, and thy Parts of Nature 

Thrice fam'd beyond, beyond all Erudition; 
Eut he that diſciplin'd thy Arms to fight, 

Let Mars: divide Eternity in twain, 

And give him half; and for thy Vigor, 
Bull-bearing Milo his addition yield 

To dinewy Ajax; I will not praiſe thy Wiſdom 
Which, like a bourn, a pale, a ſhore, confines 
Thy ſpacious and dilated Parts; here's Neſtor 
Inſtructed by the Antiquary times: 

He mult, he is, he cannot but be wile, 

But pardon, Father Ne#or, were your Days 
As green as: Ajax, and your Brain fo temper'd,, 
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You ſhould not have the eminence of him 
But be as Ajax. 
Ajax. Shall I call you Father? 
Nyſ. Ay, my good Son. 
Dio. Be rul d by him, Lord Ajav. 
Ulyſ; There's no tarry ing here, the Hart Achilles 
Keeps thicket; pleaſe it our General, 
To call together all this State of War; 
Freſh Kipgs are oome to Y; to · Morrou 
We muſt with all our main of Power ſtand faſt: 
And here's a Lord (come Knights from Eaſt to Weſt, 
And cull their Flower) Ajax ſhell cope the beſt. 
Aga. Go we to Council, let Achilles ſleep; 
Light Boats may iail ſwift, though great bulks draw deep, 


[ Exeunt, 
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ACT. HL. SCENE: I. 
SCENE Ty. 


Enter Pandarus, and à Servant, Muſick within, 


Pan. Fe tyou ! pray you a word: Do not y ou fol- 
| low the young Lord Paris? 
Ser. Ay, Sir, when he goes before me. 
Pan. You do depend upon him, I mean? 
Ser. Sir, I do depend upon the Lord. 
Pan. You depend upon a noble Gentleman: I muſt 
needs praiſe him. | 
Ser. The Lord be praiſed, 
Pan, You know: me, do you not? 
Ser. Faith, Sir, ſuporpeially. 
Pian. Friend, know me better, I am the Lord Pandarus, 
Ser. I hope 1 thall know your Honour better. 
Pan, I do deſire it. 
Ser. You are in the State of Grace? 


Pan. Graco, nat ſo, Friend, Honour and Lordſhip are 


my Titles: What Muſick is this? ; | 
* I do but partly know, Sir; it is Muſick in pore: 
| | 44s 
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Pan. Know you the Muſicians ? 

Ser, Wholly, Sir. 

Pan. Who play they to? 

Fer. To the Hearers, Sir, 

Pan. At whole | qr Friend? | 

Ser. At mine, Sir, and theirs that love Muſick, | 

Pan. Command, I mean, Friend. * 

Ser. Who ſhall ! command, Sir ? 

Pan. Friend, we underſtand not one another: Ian 
courtly, and tbou art too cunning. At whoſe Requeſt do 
thele Men play ? 

Ser. That's to't indeed, Sir ; marry, Sir, at the na 
of Paris, my Lord, who's there in perſon; with him the 


mortal Venut, the heart · blood of beauty, Love's inviſible 


Soul. 
Pan, Wha, my Couſin Creſſrda ? 


Ser. No, Sir, Helen; could you not aud out that by 
ber Attributes? 


Pan. It ſhould, ſeem, Fellow, that thou haſt not ſeen 
the Lady Creſſida. I come to ſpeak with Paris from the 
Prinee Troilus: Iwill make a Complemental Aſlault upon 
him, for my Buſineſs ſeethes 

Ser. Soddan Bates, there's.a'ſtew'd. Phraſe lafleed.. 


Enter Paris and Helen, 


Pan, Fair be. to y au, my Lord, and to all this ſair Com- 


many: Fair Deſires in al tate Meaſure fairly guide them, 
eſpeeially to: you, fair Quren, fair Thoughts be your fair 


Pillow. 
Helen. Dear Lord, you are full of fair Words. 


Pan. Lou ſpeak yaur fair Pleaſure, ſweet Queen: fair 


Prince, here is good broken Muſick. 


Par. You have broken it, Couſin, and by my Life-you | 


ſha} meke it whole: again, you; ſhalt piece ig aut: withia 


piece of your Performance, Nel. he is full, K ena col 
Pan, Truly, Lady, oa. E 


Helens. O, ne : 
Fan. Rude in ſooth, in good ſooth v 1 


Har. Well Haid, bord; well, you ſay ſo in fits. 
Pan. I have Buſnes 1 


will Lo * Word? | 
Helen. 


to my Lord, der ar Queen ynyLord,. 


_—_— — 
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Helen. Nay this ſhall not hedge us out, we'll hear you 


3 
an. Well, ſweet Queen, you are pleaſant with me; 
but, marry thus, my Lord, my dear Lord, and moſt e- „. 
ſteemed Friend, your Brother Troilus 
Helen. My Lord. Pandarus, honey-ſweet Lord. tl 


Pan. Go to, ſweet Queen, goto 

Commends himſelf moſt affectionately to you. 

Helen. Y ou ſhall not bob us out of, our melody : \ u 

If you do, our Melancholy upon your Head. | 
Pan. Sweet Queen, ſwset Queen, that's a ſweet Queen, 

J faith 
Helen. Ard to make a ſweet Lady ſad; is a ſower Offence. 

Nay, that ſnall mot ſerve your turn, that: ſhall it not in 

truth la. Nay I care not for ſuch Words, no, no 
Pan. And, my Lord, he deſires you, that if the King 

call for him at ſupper, you will make his excuſe. 

Helen. My Lord Pandarus 
Pan. What ſays my ſweet Queen, my very, very ſweet 

Queen? 

Par. What Exploit's in Hand, where ſups he to Night? 

Helen. Nay, but my Lord. | 

Pan. What ſays my ſweet Queen? my Couſin will fall 
out with you. POEMS RT 

Helen. Lou muſt not know where he ſups. 

Par. With my dilpoſer Ceſſida. | 

Pan. No, no, no ſuch matter, you are wide, come, 
your diſpoſer is ſick. | 

Par. Well, I'll make excuſe. 

Pan. Ay, good my Lord; why ſhould you ſay Creſſida ? 

No, your poor diſpoler'sick:. 
Par. I ſpy —— | 
Pan. You ſpy, what do you ſpy ?: Come, give me an 

Inftrument.now, ſweet. Queen. 

Helen. Why this is pur: done. 
Pan. My Neice is horrible in love with a thing you 
have, ſweet Queen. 

Helen. She thall have it, my Lord, if it be not my 

Pan, He? no, ſhe'll none of him; they two . 
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you a Song now. 


Helen. Ay, ay, prithee now; by my troth, ſweet Lord 


thou haſt a fine Fore- head. 
Pan. Ay, you may, you may 


Helen. Let thy Song be Love : This Love will undo 


us all. Oh, Cupid, Cupid, Cupid. 
Pan. Love! ay, that it ſhall, i' faith. 
Par. Ay, good now, Love, Love, nothing but Loye, 
Pan. In good troth it begins ſo, 


Tove, Love, netbing but . Love, fill more: : 
For O, Love's Bw | 
Shoot s both Buck. and Doe: 
The Shaft 7 not - that it wounds, 
a But tickles ſtill the Sore : 
Theſe Lovers ery, eb, ob, they. dye; 
Ni that which ſeems the wound to kill, 
Doth turn ob, oh, to ha, ba, be: 
So dying Love lives ſtill, 
O ho a while, but ha, ha, ha; 
O ho greans out for ha ha ha————hey 55. 


Helen. In Love i'faith to the very tip of the Noſe. 

Par. He eats nothing but Doves, Love, and that breeds 
hot Blood, and hot Blood begets hot thoughts, and hot 
Thoughts beget hot Deeds, and hot Deeds are Love, 

Pan. Is this the Generation of Love? hot Blood, hot 
Thoughts, and hot Deeds? why they are Vipers, Is Love 
a Generation of Vipers? 

Sweet Lord, who's afield to Day ? 

Par. Hector, Deiphobus, Helenus, Anthenor, and all the 
gallantry of Trey. I would fain have arm'd to Day, but 
my Nell would not have it ſo. | N 
How chance my Brother Truilus went not ? 


Helen. He hangs the Lip at ſometbing ; you know all 
43 — : 


Pan. Not I, honey ſweet Queen: I long to hear how 
they ſped to Day, 385 WV * 


You'll 
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Helen. Falling in after falling out, may make them three. 
Pan. Come, come, I'll hear no more of this. I'll · ſing 
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ö Vou'll remember your Brother's Excuſe? 
| Par. To a Hair. 1 
| Pan. Farewel, ſweet Queen. - 
| Helen. Commend me to your Niece. 
| Pan. I will ſweet Queen. Exit Sound a Retreat 
| Par, They're come from Field; let us to Priam's Hall, 
| Togreet the Warriors, Sweet Helen, I muſt woo you, 
To help unarm our Hector: his ſtubborn Buckles, 
With theſe your whiteenchanting Fingers toucht, 
Shall more obey, than to the edge of Steel, 
Or force of Greekiſh Sinews, you ſhall:do-more 
Than all the Iſland Kings, diſarm great Hector. 
Helen. ' T will make us proud tobe your Servant, Paris: 
Yea, what he ſhall receive of us in Duty, 
Gives us more palm in Beauty than we have: 
Vea, over - ſnines aur fel. | 
Sweet, above thought, I love thee. [EExeunt. 
Enter Pandarus and Troilus's Man. 
Pax. How now, where's thy Maſter, at my Couſin 
Creſſids's? : 7 | 
Ser. No, Sir, he ſtays for you to conduct him thither, 
Enter Troilus. | 
Pan. O, here he comes; How norv, how now? 
Troz, Sirrah, walk off, 
2 Have you ſeen my Couſinꝰ? YL: 
Tai. No, Pandaras : I ſtalk about her Door 
Like a ſtrange Soul upon the Stygian Banks 
Staying for waftage. O be thou my Charon, 
And give me ſwift tran{portance to thole Fields, 
W here I will wallow in the Lilly Beds | 
Propos' d for the deſerver. O gentle Pandarus, 
From Cupid's Shoulder pluck his painted Wings, 
And fly with me to Crefſed. | 
Pan. Walk here i th Orchard, 1/11 bring her ftraight. 
s Exits Pandarus. 
Tro. I am giddy; -ExpeQation'whirles me round, 
Th' imaginary reliſh is ſo tweet, | 
That it enchants my Senſe z what will it be 
W hen that the watry Palates taſte indeed 
Love's thrice reputed Nectar? Death, I fear me; 
Sounding 


* 


— _—— __—_—_ — 


Troilus and Creſſida. 
$undirg Deſtruction, or ſome joy too fine, 
Too ſubtle, potent, and too ſharp in ſweetneſs, 
For the Capacity of my ruder Powers; 
feat it much, and I de fear beſides, 
That 1 ſhall ole dĩſtinction in my Joys, 
As doth a 2 whenthey charge on heaps 
The Enemy flying. 5 
So by. Enter Pandarus. 2 
Pan. Shes making her ready, ſfie H come ſtraight; you 
muſt be witty now, ſhe does fo bluſm, and fetches her 
Wind fo ſhorty #s if ſhe were fraid with a Sprice : Il 
fetch her; it is the prettieſt Villain, ſhe fetches her breath 
ſo ſhort as a new ta'en Sparrow. [Exit Pas. 
Troi. Even ſuch a Paffion doth embrace my Boſom: 
My Heart beats thicker than a feverous Pulle, 
And all my Powers do their beftowing lofe, 
Like Vafſalage at unawares encountring 
The Eye of Majeſty. — 
Enter Pandarus and Creſſida. 
Pan. Come, come; what need you bluſh ? : 
hame's a Baby ; bere ſhe is now, fivear'the'Oaths now t 
er, that you have ſworn to me. What, are you gone a- 
ain, you muſt be watch'd ere you be made tame, muſt 
du? Come your ways, come fag og you draw 
deck ward we'll put you '1'th' ' Files: do you not 
ſpeak to her? Come draw this Curtain, and let's fee 
iure. Alas the day, how loath you are to offend' d1y- 
ght? and twere dark you'd cloſe fooner. So, fo, rub on, 
and kiſs the Miſtreſs; how now, a kiſs in fee- farm? build 
here, Carpenter, the Air is ſweet. Nay, you fhall fight 
your Hearts out ere I part you. The Faulcon has thg 
ercel, for all the Ducks i th! River. Goto, go to. 
Trei. Vou have bereft me of all Words, Lady. © 
Pan. Words pay no debts, give her deeds: Butthe'fl 
bereaye you o'th' deeds too, it ſhe call your ARtivity in 
lueſtion : What, billing again? here's in witneſs whereof 
he Parties interchangeahly Come in, come in, Il 
v get a Fire, [Exit Pan. 
Ce, Will you walk in, my Lord? | 
Irii, O Creſſida, bow olten have I wiſht me thus? 


Cre. 
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Oe. Wiſht, my Lord! the Gods grant; —O, my Lon 
Troi. What ſhould they grant; what makes this p 
abruption ; what too curious Dreg eſpies my ſweet Lah 


in the Fountain of our Love? 


Oe. More Dregs than Water, if my Fears have Eye 
Troz, Fears make Devils of Cherubins, they never ig 


Cre. Blind fear, that ſeeing Reaſon leads, finds ( 
Footing than blind Reaſon ſtumblipg without fear} u 
fear the worſt, oft cures the worſe. 

Troz. O let my Lady apprehend no fear, 

In all Caupid's Pageant there is preſented no Monſter, 

Cre. Nor nothing monſtrous neither ? 


ele Nothing but their Undertakings, when we von 


to weep Seas, live in fire, eat rocks, tame tygers, thinkin 
it harder for our Miſtreſs to deviſe — enough, 
than for us to undergo any Difhculty .impoſed, This 
the monſtroſity in Love, Lady, that the Will is infinite, 
and the Execution confin d; that the Deſire is boundlel, 
and the Act a Slave to limit. N | 
Se. They ay all Lovers {wear more performance tha 
they are able, and yet reſerve an Ability that they nem 
perform: vowing more than the Perfection of ten; and 
diſcharging leſs than the tenth part of one. They thi 
have the Voice of Lions, and the act of Hares, are the 
not Monſters? | 
Troi. Are there ſuch ? ſuch are not we: Praiſe us asm 
are taſted, allow us as we prove: Our Head ſhall go bay 
till Merit crown it; no Perfe&ion in reverſion ſhall lar 
A praiſe in preſent z we will not name Deſert before l 
Birth, and being born, his addition ſhall be humble; f 
Words to fair Faith. Troilus ſhall be ſuch to Creſſids, 8 
what Envy can ſay worſt, ſhall be a mock for his Trutl; 
and what Truth can ſpeak trueſt, not truer than Treilus, 

Cre. Will you walk in, my Lord ? 

„ Enter Pandarus. | 
Pan. What, bluſhing ſtill? have you not done talk 
et? | 

1 Cre. Well, Uncle, what folly L commit, I dedicat*i 


you. * 


Pan. I thank you for that; if my Lord get a Boy of you» 
ou'll give him me; be true to my Lord, if he flinch, 
chide me for it. 

Troi. You know now your Hoſtages; your Uncle's 
Word and my firm Faith. 

Pan. Nay, Vil give my Word for her too; our Kindred, 
though they be long ere they are woo'd, they are con- 
ſtant being won: They are. Burrs, I can tell you, they'll 
ſtick where they are thrown. 

Cre. Boldnets comes to me now, and brings me Heart; 
Prince Troilus, I have lov'd you Night and Day, 
For many weary Months. 

Trei. Why was my Ceſid then ſo hard to win? 

Cre, Hard to ſeem won: But I was won, my Lord, 
With the firſt glance that ever—Pardon me 
ir 1 confeſs much, you will play the Tyrant: 
love you now, but not till now, ſo much 
nei But | might Maſter it—in faith I lie 
"= My thoughts were like unbridled Children, grown 

Too head-ſtrong for their Mother; ſee we Fools, 
_ 0 hy have i blabh'd ? who ſhall he true to us 
ag M hen we are ſo unſeeret to our lelves? 
a but though 1 lov'd you well, I woo'd you not, 
ul And yet, good faith, I wiſh'd myſelf a Man: 
oc that the Women had Mens privilege 
Ot ſpeaking firit, Sweet, bid me hold my Tongue, 
kor in this Rapture I ſhall ſurely ſpeak 
rue thing | ſhall repent : ſee, your Silence 
Coming in dumbnels, for my weaknels draws 
My doul of Counſel from me. Stop my Mouth. 

Loi. And ſhall,albeit ſweet Muſick iflucs thence. Kiſſing. 
5 Pan, Pretty, i'talth. | 
1 Oe. My Lord, I do beſeech you pardon me! 

'T was not my purpoſe thus to beg a Kils: 
am aſham'd—O Heav'ns, what have | done !— 
For this time will I take my leave, my Lord. 

Toi. Your leave, ſwect Creſſid? 

Tan. Leave! and you take ieaye till to Morroiv Morn- 
os fry | 

Cre, Pray you, content you. 


Troi. 
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AE. Troilus and Creſſida. 
Troi. What offends you, Lady? 


Cre, Sir, mine own Company. 
| Troi. You cannot ſhun yourſelf. 
Cre, Let me go and try: 

J have a kind of (elf reſides with ycu: 
if But an unkind ſelf, that it ſelf will leave, 
| To be another's Fool. Where is my Wit? 
| J would be gone: I ſpeak I know not what. 
1 Troi, Well know they what they ſpeak, that ſpeal? % 
wiſely. rom 
| Cre, Perchance, my Lord, I ſhew more Craft than Loye, 
| And fell ſo roundly to a large Confeſſion, 
To angle for your Thoughts: But you are wiſe, 
| Or elſe you love not; for to be wile and love, 

| Exceeds Man's Might, and-dwells with Gods above; 

| Trei. O that I thought it could be in a Woman; 

| And if it can, I will preſume in you, 

| To feed for ay her lamp and flames of Love, 
To keep her Conſtancy in plight and youth, ver 
Out-living Beauties outward with a Mind 

That doth renew ſwifter than Blood decays. 

Or that Perſwaſion could but thus convince me, 
That my integrity and truth to you, 

Might be affronted with the match and weight 
Of ſuch a winnowed purity in Love : 

How were I then up-lifted ! But alas! 
1 am as true as Truth's Simplicity, 
| And ſin pler than the Infancy of Truth, 
i Cre. In that I'Il war with you. 
I Troi. O virtuous Fight, 

1 When right with right Wars, who ſhould be moſt right:? 
| True Swains in Love, ſhall in the World to come 

| Approve their truths by Troilus; when their Rhames, 

1 Full of proteſt, of oath, and big compare, 
i Want ſimilies: Truth tired with Iteration, 
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| As true as Steel, as Plantage to the Moon, te 

| As Sun to Day, as Turtle to her Mate, 

1 As Iron to Adamant, as Earth to th' Center: Ca 

| Yet after all compariſons of truth, | 57 4 

| (As Truth's Authentick Author to be cited) 0 
As true as Treilus, ſhall crown up the Yerle, hat 


And Wa 
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And ſanctiie the Numbers. 

Gre. Prophet may you be. | 
f | be falſe, or ſwerve a hair from truth, 
hen time is old and hath forgot it ſelf, 
hben water-drops have worn the Stones of Try, 
and blind Oblivion ſwallow'd Cities up, 

\nd mighty States characterleſs are grated 

o duſty nothing; yet let Memory, 
rom falſe to fa'le, among falſe Maids in love, 
pbraid my Falfhood z when they've ſaid as falſe 
s Air, as Water, as Wind, as (andy Earth; 

\s Fox to Lamb, as Wolf to Heifer's Calf; 

ard to the Hind, or Step-dame to her Son; 

Yea, let them ſay, to ſtick the Heart of Falſehood, 
is falle as Creſſid. 

Pan. Go to, a Bargain made: Seal it, ſeal it. 11 be the 
itnels. Here I hold your Hand; here my Couſin's; it 
ver you Prove falſe to one another, fance I have taken 
ch pains to bring you together, let all pitiful Goers- 
tween be call'd, ta the World's end, after my Name: 
all them all Panders; let all eenftant Men be Ty. ilaſſes, 
Il falſe Women Creſſida s, and all Brokers between Pan- 
err; lay, Amen. 

Troi. Amen. 
Ce. Amen. 
Jan. Amen, 


hereupon I will ſhew you a Chamber, which Bed, be- 


puſe it ſhall not ſpeak of your pretty Encounters, preſs 
to Death away. 


nd Cupid grant all Tongue-ty'd Maidens here, 
d, Chamber, and Pander, to provide this geer. [ Exe, 


; SCENE Il. The Grecian Camp. 


nter Agamemnon, Ulyſſes, Diomedes, Neſtor, Men2'aug 
and Calchas. 

Cal. Now, Princes, for the Service I have done you, 
"advantage of the time prompts me aloud, 
9 call for recompence: Appear it to your Mind, 
hat through the light I bear in things to come, 
have abandon d Troy, oy my Poſſeſſion, 

| 2 


In- 
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: 
 Incurr'd a Traitor's Name, expos'd m y ſelf, — 
From certain and poſſeſt Conveniencies, Whit 
To doubtful Fortunes, ſequeſtring from me all It m⸗ 
That Time, Acquaintance, Cuſtom, and Condition, Mas 
Made tame, and moſt familiar to my Nature: Feed 
And here to do you Service am become 1 
As new into the World, ſtrange, unacquainted, A foi 
I do beſeech you, as in way of taſte, Pod. 
To give me now a little benefit, Ore 
Out of thoſe many Regiſtred in Promiſe, That 
Which you ſay live to come in my behalf, A 
Aga. What wouldſt thou of us, Trejan? make den. you 
Cal. You have a Trojan Priſoner, call d Anthenir, A 
Veſtei day took: Troy holds him very dear. N 
Oſt have you (often have you thanks therefore) A 
Deſir d my Creſſid in right great Exchange, N 
Whom Trey hath ſtill deny'd : But this Anthenor, A 
J know, is ſuch a wreſt in their Affairs, A 
That their Negotiations all muſt lack, » 
Wanting this Manage; and they will a!moſt A 
Give us a Pringe o'th Blood, a Son of Priam, A 
In change of him. Let him he ſent, great Princes, A 
And he ſhall buy my Daughter: And'her Preſence A 
Shall quite ſtrike off all Service I have done, þ 
In moſt accepted pain. / 
Aga. Let Diomedes bear him, p 
Ard bring us Geſſid hither , Calchas ſhall have 5 
What he requeſts of us: Good Diome de, To: 
Furniſh you fairly for this enterchange; To 
With all, bring Word, it Hecter will to Morrow To 
Be anſwer' d in his Challenge. Ajax is ready. £ 
Dio, This ſhall I undertake, and tis a Burthen i 
Which I am proud to bear, . Mu 
Enter Achilles and Patroclus, in their Tents He 
Ulyſ. Achilles ſtands i'th' entrance of his Tent; As 
Pleaſe it our Genera! to paſs ſtrangely by him, She 
As if he were forgot; and Princes all, Ani 
Lay negligent and looſe regard upon him: Ha 
Iwill come lad, *tis like he'll queſtion me, Th 


Why luch unplauſive Eyes ate bent? why turn d on bia, 


— 
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I, | have Deciſion medicinable, 
To ui: between our ſtrangeneſs and bis Pride, 
Which bis own Will ſhall have deſire to drink; 
t may do good: Pride hath no other Glaſs 
To ſhew it (elf, but Pride, for ſupple Knees 
Feed Arrogance, and are the proud Man's Fees, 
Aga, We'll execute your purpole, and put on 
A form of ſtrangeneſs as we pals along, 
Sodo each Lord, and either greet him not, 
Or elſe diſdainſully, which ſhall ſhake him more, 
Than if not look t on. I will lead the Way. 
Acbil. What, comesthe General to ſpeak with me? 
You know my Mind. Vil fight no more gainſt Troy. 
Aga. What ſays Achilles, would he ought with us? 
Neſt. Would you, my Lord, ought with che General? 
Achil. Nos f 
Neſt. Nothing, my Lord. 
Aga. The better. 
Achil. Good Day, good Day, 
Men, How do you e how do you? 
Achil. What does the Cuckold ſcorn me? 
Aja. How now, Patroclus ? 
Achil. Good morrow, Ajax. 
Aja. Ha? 
Achit. Good Morrow, 
Aja. Ay, and good next day too. [ Fxeunt, 
Achil. What mean theſe Fellows? Know they not Achil'es ? 
Patr. They paſs ſtrangely; They were us'd to bend, 
To ſend their Smiles before them to Achille: 
To come as humbly as they us d to creep 
To holy Altars. 
Achil. What, am I poor of late ? | 
is certain, Greatneſs once fall'n out with Fortune, 
M uſt fall out with Men too: What the dechtio'd is, 
He ſhall as ſoon read in the Eyes of others, 
As feel in his own fall: For Men like Butter- flies, 
Shew not their mealy Wings, but to the Summer; 
And nat a Man, for being ſimple Man, 
Hath any Honour, but bonour'd by thoſe Honours 
That are without bim ; as Place, Riches, Favour, 
—""W2 Prizes 
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Prizes of Accident, as oft as Merit: 
Which when they fall (as being ſlippery Standers) 
The Love that lean'd on them as (lippery too, 
Doth one pluck down another, and together 
Dye in the Fall: But 'tis not ſo with me, 
Fortune and I are Friends, I do enjoy 
At ample point all that I did poſſeſs, 
Save theſe Mens Looks, who do methinks find out 
Something in me not worth that rich Beholding, 
As they have often given. Here is Ulyſſes. 
FIl interrupt his Reading. How now Ulyſſes ? 
Ulyſ. Now, great Thetis Son! 
Achil, What are you reading? 
U!y/. A ſtrange Fellow here 
Writes me, that Man, how dearly ever parted, 
How much in having, or without, or in, 
Cannot make boaſt to have that which he hath; 
Nor feels not what he owes, but by Reflection, 
As when his Virtues ſhining upon others, 
Heat them and they retort that Heat again. 
To the firſt Giver, 
Achil, This is not ſtrange, Uyſſes, 
The Beauty that is born here in. the Face, ' 
The Bearer knows not, but commends irſelf, 
Not going from it ſelf, but Eye to Eye oppos d, 
Salute each other, with each others Form. 
For Speculation turns not to it ſelf, 
Till it bath travell'd, and is marry d there 
VM here it may ſee its ſelf; this is not ſtrange at all. 
Ulyſ. I do not ſtrain at the Poſition, 
It is familiar; but at the Author's Drift ; 
Who in his Circumſtance, expreſly proves 
That no Man is the Lord of any thing, 
(Tho? in and of him there is much. conſiſting) 
*Till he communicate bis Parts to others: 
Nor doth he of himfelf know them for ought, 
Till he behold them formed in th' Applauſe, 


Where they're extended! Which like an Arch revyerb' rates 


The Voice again, or like a Gate of Steel, 
Fronting the Sun, receives and renders back 
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His Figure and his Heat. I was much rapt in this, 
And apprebended here immediately 
The unknown Ajax. 


Heav'ns! what a Man is there? A very Horſe, 


That has he knows not what Nature, what things are 


Moſt abje& in Regard, and dear in Uſe; 

What things again moſt dear in the Eſteem, 

And poor in worth: Now ſhall we {ee to Morrow, 
An act that very chance doth throw upon him: 
Aax renown'd! O Heav'ns, what fome Men do, 
While ſome Men leave to do! 

How ſome Men creep in skittiſh Fortune's Hall, 
Whiles others play the Idiots in her Eyes: 

How one Man eats into another's Pride, 

While Pride is feaſting in his Wantonneſs! 

To fee thele Grecian Lords! why, even already, 
They clap the Lubber Ajax on the Shoulder, 

As if his Foot were on brave Hettcr's Breaſt, 
And great Trey ſhrinking, 

Achil, 1 do believe it, 
For they paſt by me, as Miſers do by Beggars, 
Neither gave to me good word, nor good look: 
What, are my Deeds torgot ? 
Ulyſ. Time hath, my Lord, a wallet at his back, 

Wherein he puts Alms for Oblivion: 

A great fiz'd Monſter of Ingratitudes: 

Thote ſcraps are good Deeds pait, 

Which are devour'd as faſt as they are made, 
Forgot as ſoon as done: Perſeverance, dear my Lord, 
Keeps Honour bright: To have done, is to hang 
Quite out of faſhion, like a ruſty Male 

In monumental Mock ry: Take the inſtant way, 
For Honour travels in a Streight lo narrow, 

Where one but goes abreaſt, keep then the Path, 
For Emulation hath a thouſand Sons, 

That one by one 22 if you give way, 
Or hedge afide from the direct ſorth- right, 
Like to an entred Tide, they all ruſh by, 
And leave you hindmoſt; 


Or ike a gallant Horſe falbn in firſt Rank, 
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l ye there for pavement to the abject near 
Ober- run and trampled on: Then what they do in preſet 
1 ho Jeſs than yours in paſt, mult o'er-top yours: 
Fer Time is like a faſhionable Hoſt, 
T hat ſlightiy ſhakes his parting Gueſt by th' Hand; 
And with arms out-ſtretch'd, as he would fly, 
Graſps inthe Comer; the welcome ever ſmiles, 
And farewel ghes out fighing : O let not virtue ſeek | 
Remuneration tor the thing it wasz for beauty wit, 
- High birth, vigour of bone, deſert inſervice, 
ove, fiiendikip, charity, are Subjects all 
T'o.nvious and calumniating Time : 
Ore tcuch of Nature makes the whole World K in; 
] hat all with one conſent praile new born Gauds, 
The they are made and moulded of things paſt, 
And go to Duſt, that is a little Gilt; 
More Laud than Cilt ober- duſted, 


The preſent Eye praiſes the preſent Object. 5 . 
1 ben ma vel not, thou great and compleat Man, 11 
7] hat ali the Gre. s begin to worſhip Ajax; a T þ 
Sine things in motion *gin to catch the Eye, kn 
1 han what not ſtirs; the Cry went out on thee, "8 
nd ſtill it might, and yet it may again Sh 
If thou wou!d | not entomb thy ſelf alive, At 
And caſe thy Reputation in thy tent; BY 
V. hoſe glorious Deeds, but in theſe Fields of late, 
| Made emulous miſſions mongſt the Gods themſelves, 

And diaw great 4ars to Faction. 

Acb:1. Of this my Privacy, \ 
] 1 rong Reaſons. 

N. But gainſt your privacy, 
1 — a 4 . heroical : ö 
11s known, Achz es, that you are in Love 8 
With one of Priam s Daughters, f 

| 


Acbhil. Ha - known 

Ulyſ. Is that a wonder? 
T he Providence that's in a watchful State, 
K nows almoſt every grain ef Pluto s Gold; 
T inds bottom in th' uncompre henſive deep, 


Keeps place with thought ; and almoſt like the Goew 
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Does thoughts unveil in their dumb Cradles: 
here is a Myſtery (with whom relation 
Durſt never meddle) in the Soul ot State; 
hich hath an Operation more divine, 
Than Breath of Pen can give expreſſure to: 
All the commerce that you have had with Tr, 
As perfe&ly is ours as yours, my Lord, 
better would it. fit Achilles much, 
To throw down Hedcr, than Polyxena. 
But it muſt grieve young Eyrrbus now at home, 
When Fame ſhall in his Iſland ſound her Trump; 
And the Greekiſþ Girls ſhall tripping ſing, ö 
Great Hedor's diſter did Achilles win; 
But our great Ajax bravely beat down him. 
Farewel, my Lord—l, as your Lover, ſpeak ; 
The Fool ſlides o'er the Ice that you ſhould break. 
Patr. To this effect, Achilles, have I moy'd you; 
A Woman, impudent, and manniſh grown, 
Is not more loath'disthan an effeminate Man, 
In time of Action: I ſtand condemm d for this; 
They think my little ſtomach to the War, 
And your great Love to me, reſtrains you thus: 
Sweet, roule your ſelf: and the weak wanton Cupid 
Shall from. your Neck unlooſe his amorous fold, 
And like a dew-drop-trom the Lion's mane, 
Be ſhook to. Air, 
Achil, Shall Ajax fight with Hector! 
Patr. Ay, and perhaps receive much Honour by him, 
Achil. | lee my Reputation is at Stake, 
My Fame is ſhrewd]ly gor'd. 
Patr. Q then beware : 
Thoſe wounds heal ill that Men do give themſelves: 
Omiſſion to do what is neceſſary, 
Seals a Commiſion to a blank of Danger, 
And Danger, like an Ague, ſubtly taints 
Even then when we fit idly in the Sun. 
&chil. Go call Therſites hither, ſweet Patroclus, 
I'll ſend tbe Fool to Ajax, and defire him 
T'invite the Trojan Lords, after the Combat, 
To ſee us here unarm'd : | have a. Woman's longing, 
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An Appetite that I am ſick withal, 

To lee great Hector in the weeds of Peace. 
Enter Therſites, 

To talk with him, and to behold his Viſage, 


Even to my full of view. A labourſay'd a 

Ther. A wonder! | 

Achil. M hat > 

Ther. Ajax goes up and down the Field, asking for 
himſelt, \ 

Achil. How lo? j 

Ther. He muſt fight ſingly to Morrow with Hed, 
and is ſo prophetically proud of an heroical Cudgelling, 
tllat he raves in laying nothing, 5 

Achil, How can that be ? 

Ther, Why he ſtalks up and down like a. Peacock, a 
ſlrĩ ſe and a ſtand; ruminates like an Hoſteſs that hath no 
Arithmetick, but her Brain to ſet down her Reckoning; 
bites his Lip with a political regard, as who ſhould (ay, 
there were Wit in his Head, ard 'twow'd out; and ſo 
there is, but it lies as caldly in him as Fire in a Flint, 
which will not ſhew without knocking, The Man's un- 
done for ever; for if Her break not his Neck i'th' Com- 
bat, he'll break't himſelf in Vain-glory. He knows not 
me: | laid, Good morrow, Ajax. And he replies, 
Thanks Agamemnen. M hat think you of this Man, that 
takes me for the General? He's grown a very Land- 
fih languageleſs a Monſter; a Flague of 
Opinion, a Man may wear it on both Sides, like a Leather 

er kin. | 
Achil, Thou muſt be my Ambaſſador to him, Therſites, 

1 ber. M ho { 7--why he ll anſwer no Body; he proteſſes 
not arſwering; ſpeaking is tor Beggars; he wears his Tongue 
ins Arms; | will put on his preterce let Patrcclus make 
his demands to me, you ſhall ſee the Pageant of Ajax. 

Achil, To him, Patreclus,--teli him, I humbly deſire the 


valiant Fax, to invite the moſt valorous Heiter to come 
urarm'd to my Tent, and to procure ſate conduct for his 
i crlcn, cf the Magranimous and moſt Illuſtrious, fix or 
| ſever times honour d Captain, General of the Grecian Ars 
wy, Agamemnon, Cc. Do this. 5 
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Patr. Jove bleſs great Ajax. 
Ther. Hum | 
Patr, I come from the worthy Achilles. 

Ther, Ha! IE — 

patr. Who moſt humbly deſires you to invite HeTor to 
his Tent. 

Ther, Hum 

Patr. And to procure ſafe Conduct from Agamemnen. 

Ther. Agamemnen— 

Patr. Ay, My Lord, 

Ther, Ha? 

Patr. What fay you to't > 

Ther, God be wi' you, with all my Heart. 

Patr, Your anſwer, Sir. | 

Ther; If to Morrow be a fair Day, by eleven a Clock, 
it will go one way or other; howſoever, he ſhall pay for 
me ere he has me. 

Patr.. Your anſwer, Sir. 

Ther. Fare ye well with all my Heart. 

Achil. Why, but he is not in this tune, is he? 

Ther, No, but he is out of tune thus; what Muſick 
will be in him, when He#or has knockt-out his Brains, I 
know not. But I am ſure none; unleſs the Fidler Apol lo 
get his Sinews to make Catlings on. 

Achil. Come, thou ſhalt bear a Letter to him ſtraight. 

Ther. Let me carry another to his Horſe ; for that's the 
more capable Creature, | | 

Achil, My Mind is troubled like a Fountain ſtirr'd, 
And I my ſelf ſee not the bottom of it. [ Exit. 
+ Ther, Would the Fountain of your Mind were clear 
again, that I might water an Aſs at it; I had rather be 
2 Tick in a Sheep, than ſuch a valiant Ignorance. 
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c ISLET I e 
ACT IV. SCENE. I. 


Enter at one Door Eneas with a Torch, at another, Paris, 
Deiphobus, Anthenor, and Diomede with Torches, 


Par, EE ho, who's there? 
Dei. It is the Lord Zneas. - 
FEne. Is the Prince there in Perſon ? 
Had I ſo good occalion to lie long, 
As you, Prince Paris, nothing but heay'nly buſineſs 
Should rob my bed-mate of my Company. | 

Dio. That's my Mind too: Good-morrow Lord Xneaz, 

Par. A valiant Greek, AXneas take his Hand, 
Witneſs the Procels of your Speech within 
You told, how Dzc-rede, a whole Week, by Days 
Did haunt you in the Field. 

Ene. Health to you, valiant Sir, 

During all queftion of the gentle Truce: 
But when 1 meet you arm'd as black Defiance 
As Heart can think, or Courage execute. 

Dio. The one and th'other Diomede embraces. 

Our Bloods are now in calm, and ſo long, health; 
But when Contention and Occaſion meet, 

By Jove I'll play the Hunter for thy Life, 

Withall my Force, Purſuit and Policy. 

Anne. And thou ſhalt hunt a Lion that will fle 
With his Face backward in human gentleneſs: 
Welcome to Tr—now by Anchiſes Life, 
Weicome indeed By Venus Hand | ſwear, 

No Man alive can love in ſuch a fort, 
The thing he means to kill, more excellently. 

Dic. Wely mpathize, Jove, let Zneas live 
It rv my Sword his Fate be not the glory) 
Athouland compleat courſes of the Sun: 
ut in mine emulovs Honour let him die, 

With every Joint a wound, and that to Morrow. 
Ene. We know each other well. 


Jie. We do, and lung to know cach other worſe, 


Par, 
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This is the moſt deſpightſull' ſt, gentle precting * 

day 1 27 e er I heard of. 

hat Buſine rd, ſo early? 

Fe. I was fent for to the King; but why I know 

not. | . . | 

par. His purpoſe meets you; it was, to bring this Greek 

o Calchas's Houle, and there to render him, 

For the enfreed Autbenor, the fair Greſſid. + 

et's have your Company? or if you pleaſe, 

Haſte there before us. I conſtantly do think _ 

(Or rather call my thought a certain Knewledge) 

My Brother Troilus lodges there to Night. 

Rouſe him, and give him note of our approach, 

EWith the whole Quality whereof, I fear 

We ſhall be much unwelcome. 

Ene. That I aſſure you. 

Torilus had rather Troy were bornto Greere, 

Than Creſſid born from T ro. 

Par. There is no help; | 

The bitter diſpoſition of the time will have it ſo. 

On, Lord, we'll follow you. * 
Ene. Good Morrow all. Exit Enes. 
Par. And tell me noble Diome de; faith tell me true, 

Even in the Soul of good ſound Fellowſhip, 

Who in your thoughts merits fair Helen moſt ? 

My ſelf, or Menelaus ? 

Dio, Both alike. 
e merits well to have her that doth ſeek her, 

Not making any ſcruple of her Ssilure. 

With ſuch a Hell of pain, and world of Charge, 

Ard j ou as well to keep her that defend her, 

Not palating the taſte of her Diſhonour, _ 

With ſuch a coſtly loſs of Wealth and Friends; 

He, like a puling Cuckold, would drink up 

be Lees ard Dregs of a fat tamed Piece; 

You, like a Letcher, out of whoriſh Loins, 

Arc pleas'd to breed out your Inheritors: 

eth merits pois'd, each weighs no leſs nor more, 

but he as he, with heavier for a Whore. 

Far. You are too bitter with your Coutttry-woman. 


Dis. 
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Dio. She's bitter to her Country: Hear me Par; 

For every falſe drop in her baud Y Veins N ea 
A Grecian's Lite hath ſunk ; for every Scruple Ci 
Of her contaminated Carrion weight, You 
A Trojan hath been lain, Since ſhe could ſpeak, P, 
She hath not. givenſo many good Words breath, Wha 
As, for her, Greeks and Trejans ſuffer d Death. Cr 
Far. Fair Diomede, you do as Chapmen do, good 
Diſpraiſe the thing that you-defire to buy: e Pa 
But we in ſilence hold this Virtue well; not (1 
We'll not commend what we intend to ſell. ſleep 
Here liesour way. DLExeau. . © 
Enter Troilus and Creſſida. Heac 


Troi. Dear, trouble not your ſelf; the Morn is cold, My | 
Cre. Then, ſweet, my Lord, I'll call my Uncle down; I You 


He ſhall unbolt the Gates, Tr 
Troi. Trouble him not ——— Ce 
To Bed, to Bed—ſleep ſeal thoſe pretty Eyes, How 
And give as ſoft attachment to thy Senſes, | wo! 
As Infants empty of all thought. Pa 
Cre. Good-Morrow then. down 


Tro. I prithee now to Bed. 

Ce. Are you a weary of me? 

Troi. O Creſida ! but that the buſie Day 
Wak d by the Lark, has rous'd the Ribald Crows, 
And dreaming Night will hide our Eyes no longer, 
I would not from thee. | 

Cre. Night hath been too brief. ; 

Troi. Beſhrew the Witch with venemous wights ſhe ſtajt, 

As hideouſly as Hell; but flies the graſps of Love, 
With Wings more momentary, {wifter than Thought: 
You will catch cold and curſe me. 
Cre. Prithee tarry—you Men will never tarry— 
O ſooliſh Creſſida—1 might have till held off, 
And then you would have tarried. Hark, there's one up- 
Pan. bin.] What's all the Doors open here? 
Troi. is dur Uncle. 
Enter Pandarus. | 
Cre. © "eftilence on him; now will he be mockirg; 
I ſha!) | uch a Life 


Pan. 
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pan. How now, how-new? how go Maiden-heads? 
Hear, you Maid z where's my Coulin Oaſſd : 

Cre, Go hang your ſelf, yoù naughty mocking Uncle: 
You bring me to dg=and then you flout me too. 

Pen. To do what? to do what? let ber ſay what: 
What have I brought you to do? 


Cre. Come, come, beſhrew your Heart; yowll ne'er be 
good; nor ſuffer others. 

Pan. Ha, ha! alas poor Wreteh; a poor Chitpochia, halt 
not ſlept to Night? Would: he not (a naughty Man) let it 
leep ; a Bug- boar take him. _ - L ne knocks. 

Cre. Did I not tell you? Would he were Kd i' th 
Head—whoſe that at Noor ?-good Uncle go and ſee, 
My Lord, come you again into my Chamber: 

Y ou ſmile and mock me, as if I meant naughtily. 

Tret. Ha, — : " 

Ge, Come, you are deceiy'd, I think of no ſuch thing. 
How earneſtly they knock Pray you come in. | Knock. 

would not for half Trey have you ſeen. here, ¶ Exeunt. 

Pan. Who's there? what's the matter? will you beat 
down the Door? How now? what's the matter? 

Enter Eneas. 

Fne. Good-morrow, Lord, good-morrow. | 

Pan. Who's there, my Lord /Ezeas? by my troth I 
knew you not ; what News with you ſo early? 

Ene. is not Prince Trezlus here? 

Pan. Here! what ſhould he do here ? 

Ane. Come, he is here, my Lord, do not deny him: 

It dot h import him much to fpeak with me. 

Pan. Is he here, ſay y cu? *tis more than I know, I'Il be 
2 for my own part, I came late: What ſhould he 
bo here? | 
Ene. Who-—nay, then :—Come, come, youll do him 
rong ere ) are aware: You'll be ſo true ro him, to be 


alle to him: Do not you know of him, but yet go fetch 
im hither, go. 


N Enter Troilus. 
Troi. How now ? what's the matter? 


„Tne. My Lord, | ſcarce have leiſure to ſalute you, 
ſy matter is ſo harſh; There is at hand, 


Paris 
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Paris your Brother, and 'Deipbobus, 


The Grecian Diomede, and our Anthenor 1 
N Deliver d to us, and for him forthwith, en 
Ere the firſt Sacrifice within this Hour, Do 
We maſt give up'to Diomedes Hand Put 
| The Lady Creſſida. Is, 4 
| Troi. Is it concluded ſo ? N Dia 
, Ene. By Priam, and the general State of T oY n 
They are at hand, and ready to effect it. 3 0 
| Tro. How many Atchievements mock me 

| I will go meet them; and my Lord Zneas, —— 
We met by chance, you did not find me here. jp 
Ene. Good, good, my Lord; the ſecrets of Nature _ 
| Have not more Gift in taciturnity. [Exeunt. i » 
Euter Pandarus and Creflida. Of k 

Pan. Is't poſſible? no ſooner got, but loſt : The Devil C 
take Anthenor ; the young Prince will go mad: A Plague Tell 
upon Anthenor; 1 would they had broke's Neck. Ang 
Cre. How now ? what's the matte] ® who was here? T 
Pan, Ah, ah! ————— PN þ 


Cre, Why ſigh you ſo profoundly ? where's my Lord? I And 
gone ? Tell me iweet Uncle, what's the matter? 


Pan. Would I were as deep under the Earth, as Ian The 
above. 1 


Cre. O the Gods! what's the matter? And 

Pan. Prethee get thee in; would thou had't ne er been Pleat 
born: I knew thou would'it be his Death. O poor Ger 
tleman ! A Plague npon Anthenor. 5 

Cre. Good Uncle, I beſeech you, on my Knees, I beſeech 
you what's the matter? 

Pan. Thou muit be gone, Wench, thou mult be gore: 
thou art charg'd for Antbenor; thou muſt go to thy Fi 
ther, and be gone from Troilus : * I'will be his Death; til 
be his bane; he cannot bear it. 1 

Ce. O you immortal Gods! I will not go. 

Pan. I hou mult. 8 

Cre. Iwill not, Uncle: I have forgot my Father. 

I know-no touch of Conlanguinity : 

No Kin, no Love, no Blood, no Soul fo near me, 

As the ſweet Trolus: © you Gods divine; 1 
2 ; 
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Make Creſſid s name the very Crown of Falſhoed, 
fever ſhe leave Troilus: Time and Death, 
Do to this body what extremity you can; 
But the ſtrong Baſe and building of my Love 
ſs, as the ver H centre of the Earth, | 
Drawing all t ings to it, I Will go in and weep · 
Pan. Do, do. 4 
Cre. b 5 ny bright Hair, and ſcratch my praiſed 
eeks, | | 
Crack my clear Voice with Sobs, and break my Heart 
With ſounding Troilus. I will not go from Troy, [_ Exit. 
Enter Paris, Troilus, Eneas, Diephobus, Anthenor, and 
Diomedes. 
Par. It is great Morning, and the Hour prefixt 
Of her delivery to this valiant Greek 
Comes faſt upon: Good my Brother Troilus, 
Tell you the Lady what ſhe is to do, | 
And haſte her to the purpoſe, 
Troi. Walk into her Houle : 
I'll bring her to the Grecian preſently ; 
And to his Hand when! deliver her, 
Think it an Altar, and thy brother Trozhus 
A Prieſt, there offering to it his Heart, 
Par. I know what tis to love, 
And would, as | ſhall pity, I could belp. 
Pleaſe you walkin, my Lords, [Excants 
Enter Pandarus and Creſſida. 
Pan, Be moderate, be moderate. 
Cre. Why tell you me of moderation ? | 
The Grief is fine, full perfect that I taſte, 
And no leſs in a Senſe as ſtrong, as that 
Which cauſeth it, How can moderate it > 
I could temporize with my affe&ion, 
Or brew it to a weak and colder palate, 
The like allay ment could I give my Grief 3 
My Love admits no qualifying Croſs, 
Enter Troilus. 
No more my Grief in ſuch a precious Lofs. 
Par. Here, here, here he comes, -a ſweet Duck ' 
Gre, O Troilus, Troilus ? | 


Pan. 


Een in the Birth of our own labouring Breath, 
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Pan. What a pair of SpeRacles is here! let me em, 
too: Oh Heart, as the goodly ſaying is; O Heart, hem 
Heart, why fitteſt thou without breaking —Where hs 
arſwers again; - Becauſe thou canſt not eale thy ſman h 
Fricndſhip., ror by ſpeaking; there was never a trux 
Rhime; let us caſt away nothing, for we may live to hay 
need of ſuch a Verſe ; we ſee it, we ſee it: How ny, 
Lambs? | dat : 

Trci. Creſſida, | love thee in ſo ſtrange a Purity; 
That the bleſt Gods, as angry with my Fancy, 

More bright in Zeal, than the Deyotion which 
Cold Lips blow ontheir Deities, take thee from me, 

Cre, Have the Cods Enyy ? 

Pan. Ay, Ay, Ay, Ay, 'tis too plain a Caſe, 

Cre, And is it true, that I muſt go from Ir? 

Troi. A hateful Truth, | 

Cre. What, and from Troilus too ? 

Troi, From Lr, and Tralus. 

Cre. Is it poſſible? 

Tei. And ſuddenly : While injury of Chance 
Puts back leave-taking, juſtles roughly by 
All time of paule; rude! y beguiles our Lips 
Of all rejoyndure ; turcibly prevents 
Our lock d Embraiures; ſtrangles our dear vows, 


We two, that with ſo many thouland Sighs 
Did buy each ather,. muſt poorly ſell our ſelves, 
With the rude brevity and dilcharge of one; 
Injurious time, now, with a Robber's baſte, 
Crams his rich Thiev'ry up, he knows rot how. 
As many farewels as be Stars in Heaven, 
With diſtin& breath, and conſign'd Kifles to them, 
He tumbles up all in one Joole adieu; 
And ſcants us with a ſingle famiſh'd Kiſs, 
Diſtaſted with the Salt ot broken Tears. 
AZuneas within. My Lord, is the Lady ready? 
Trog. Hark, you are call'd, Some ſay the Genius ſo 
Cries, Come, to him that inſtantly muſt die. 
Bid them have Patience; ſhe ſhall come anon. 


I 


Troilus and Crefhida. 


67 


Pan. Where are my Tears? Rain, to lay this Wind, or 


my Heart will be blown up by the Root. 
Cre. I muſt then to the Greczans ? 
Tri, No remedy. 
Cre. A woful creſid, mongſt the merry Greeks. 
Trci, When ſhall we ſee again? 
Hear me my love: be thou but true of Heart 


Cre. true? how now? what wicked deem is this? 


Tre Nay, we muſt uſe Expoſtulation kindly, 
For it is parting from us: 
I ſpeak not, be thou true, as fearing thee : 
For | will throw my Glove to Death himſelf, 
That there's no maculation in thy Heart ; 
Put be thou true, lay I, to faſhion in, 
My ſequent Proteſtation: Be thou true, 
And I will (&e thee. 
Cre. O you ſhall be expos'd my Lord, to dangers 
As infinite, as imminent: but I'll be true, 
Tri. And i'll go Friend with danger 
Wear this Sleeve. | 
Cre. And you this Glove. 
When ſhall I'fee you? 


Tr. | will corrupt the Grecian Centinels 
To give thee nightly Viſitation. N 
But yet be true. 
Cre. O Heav'ns ! be true again. 
Tro. Hear while I ſpeak it, Love: 
The Grecian Youths axe full of ſubtle Qualities, 
They're loving, well compos'd, with gift of Nature, 
Flowing and ſwelling o'er with Arts and Exerciſe ; 
How Novelties may move, and parts with Perſon 
Alas, a kind of godly Jealouſie, 
Which, I beſeech you, call a virtuous Sing 
Makes me afraid. | 

Cre. O Heay'ns, you love me not! 

Tr, Die I avillain then: 
In this | do not call your Faith in Queſtion 
do manly as my merit: I cannot Sing, 
Nor heel the high Lavolt; nor ſweeten Talk; 
Nor play at ſubtle Games; fair Virtues all 


6) W en 


To which the Greciaus are moſt prompt and pregnant: 
But I can tell, that in each Grace of theſe, 


There lurksa ſtill and dumb-diſcourſive Devil, - 
That tempts moſt cunningly : but be not tempted. (Th 
Cre. Do not think I will. Tu. 
Troi. No, but ſomething may be done that we will not: D 
And ſometimes we are Devils to our ſelves, Let 
When we attempt the frailty of our Powers, E To. 
Preſuming en their changeful potency. Pl; 
Æneas within, Nay, good my Lord. TI 
Troi, Come kiſs, and let us part, She 
Paris within. Brother Troilus. III 
Troi. Good Brother, come you hither, 7 
And bring æneas and the Grecian with you. Th 
Cre. My Lord, will you be true? Lat 
Trei. Whol? Alas, it is my Vice, my Fault: To 
While others fiſh for Craft for great Opinion, 
I with great truth, catch meer dimplicit): | 
While ſome with cunning gild their Copper Crows, | 
With truth and plainneſs I do wear mine bare: Tl 


Enter [Eneas, Paris, and Diomedes. T} 

Fear not my Truth; the Moral of my Wit 
Is plain and trae, there's all the reach of it. 
Welcome, Sir Diome de, here is the Lady, 
Which for Anthenor we deliver you. 
At the Port (Lord) I'll give her to thy hand, 
And by the way poſſeſs thee what ſhe is. N 
Entreat her fair, and by my Soul, fair Greek, 
Ife'er thou ſtand at mercy of my Sword, 
Name Creſſid, and thy Life ſhall be as ſafe 
As Priam is in Illion. 

Diom. Fair Lady Creſſid, 
So pleaſe you, ſave the Thanks this Prince expects: 
The luſtre in your Eye, Heav'n in your Cheek, 
Pleads your fair uſage, and to Diomede 
You ſhall be Miſtreis, and command him wholly. 

Troi. Grecian, thou doſt not uſe me courteouſly, 
To ſhame the Seal of my Petition towards thee 
By praiſing her. I tell thee, Lord of Greece, 
She is as far bigh-foaring o'er thy Praiſes, 
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As thou . to be call'd her Servant: 
I charge thee uſe her well, even for my Charge: 
For by the dreadful Pluto, if thou doſt not, 
(Tho? the great bulk Achilles be thy Guard) 
Il cut thy Throat. 
Diem. Oh be not mov'd, Prince Troilus ; 
Let me be privileg'd by my Place and Meſſage, 
To be a Speaker free: When I am hence, 
I'll anſwer to my Luſt: And know, my Lord, 
Fil nothing do on charge; to her own worth 
She ſhall be priz d: But that you ſay, be't ſo : 
Fil ſpeak it in my Spirit and Honour No. 
Troi. Come to the port—l'll tel}thee, Diomede, 
This Brave ſhall oft make thee to hide thy Head ; 
Lady, give me your Hand—And as we walk, 
To aur own ſelves bend we our needful Talk. 


Ind Trumpet. 

Par. Hark, Hector's Trumpet! | 

Ane. How have we ſpent this Morning? 
The Prince mult think me tardy and remiſs, 
That ſwore to ride before him in the Field, 

Par. I is Tralus fault. Come, come to Field with hint 

Dio. Let us make ready ſtrait, 

ne. Yea, with a Bridegcoom's freſh alacrity 
Let us addreſs to tend on Hefor's Heels: 
The Glory of our Troy doth this Day lye - | 
On his fair Worth, and ſingle Chivalry. [ Exeunt. 


SCENE I. The GrecianCamp. 


Enter Ajax armed, Agamemnon, Achilles, Patroctus, 
Menelaus, Ulyfles, Neſtor, Calchas, Oc. 
Aga. Here art thou in appointment treſh and fair, 
Anticipating Lime. With tarting Courage, 
Give with thy Trumpet a loud note to | ry, 
Thou dreadful Ajax, that the appalled Air, 
May pierce the Hcad of the great Combatant, 
And hale him hither, 
Ajax. Thou Trump-t, there's m Purſe; 
Now crack thy Lungs, and ſplit thy brazen Pipe: Be 
ow 
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Blow villain, till thy ſphered hias check 
Out- ſwell the cholick of puft Aquilon: 
Come ſtretch thy Cheſt, and let thy Eyes ſpout Blood: 
Thou bloweſt for Hector. 
Ulz/. No Trumpet anſwers, | 
Achil. Tis but early days. | 
Enter Diomede and Creſſida. 
Aga. Is t not young Diomede with Calchas Daughte?? 
Ulyſ. *Tis he, I ken the manner of his Gate, 
He riſes on his Toe; that Spirit of his 
In Aſpiration lifts him from the Earth, 
Aga, Is this the Lady Creſſida ? 
Dio. Even ſhe. | 
Aga. Moſt dearly welcome to the Greeks, ſweet Ladv. 
Nes. Our General doth ſalute you with a Kiſs. 
- Ubyſ. Yet is your Kindnels but particular; twere bet- 
ter ſhe were kiſt in general. N 
Neſt. And very courtly Counſel : I'll begin. So much 
for Neſtor. | | 
Achi]. Ill take that Winter from your Lips; fair Lady, 
Achilles bids you welcome. | 
Men. I had good Argument for kiſſing once. 
Patr. But that's no Argument for kilkng now 
For thus pop'd Paris in his Hardiment, 
Ulyſ. Oh deadly Gall, and theme of all our Scorns, 
For which we loſe our Heads to gild his Horns. 
Patr. I he firſt was Menelaus kiſs this mine 
Patreclus kifl2s you. 
Men. O this is trim. 
Patr. Paris and I kiſs evermore for him. 
Men. I'Il have my kiſs, Sir: Lady, by your leave. 
Cre. In kiſſing do you render, or receive? 
Patr, Both take and give. 

Cre, Fll make my match to give, 4 
The kiſs you take is better than you give; therefore no kils. 
Men. [I'll give you boot, I'll give you three for one. 
Cre. You are an odd Man, giveeven, or give none, 

Men. An odd Man, Lady? every Man is odd, 
Cre, No, Paris is not; for you know 'tistrue , 
T hat you are odd, and he is even with you, 


Mex. 


Troilus and Creſſida. 71 


Men. You fillip me o th' head. 
Oe. No, I'll be worn. 8 | 
Unſ. It were no match, your Nail againſt his Horn: 
lay l, (weetEadyg beg a kiſs of you ? 
Cre. You may. 
U. I do deſire it, 
Cre. Why beg then. 
Ulyſ. Why then, for Venus ſake give me a kiſs: 
hen Helen is a Maid again, and his — 
Cre, I am your Debtor, claim it when tis due, 
Ul. Never's my day, and then a kiſs of you,  _ 
Dio. Lady, 2 word I Il bring you to your Father 
Neſt. A woman of quick Senſe. . 
Diomedes Jeads out Creſſida, tben returns. 
Ulyſ. Fie, fie upon her: 
here's Language in her Eye, her Cheek, her Lip 
lay, her foot ſpeaks, her wanton Spirits look out. 
t every joint, and motive of her Body: 
h theſe Encounters, are ſo glib of Tongue, 
hey give a coaſting welcome ere it comes; 
nd wide unclaſp the Tables of their Thoughts, 3 
o every tickling Reader: Set them down, 
or ſlluttiſu ſpoils of Opportunity, 
Daughters of the Game. 
ner Hector, Paris, T roilus, Eneas, Helenus, and Attendants. 
All. The Trojans Trumpet. | 
Aga. Yonder comes the Troop. 
Ene. Hail all you ſtate of Greece; what ſhall be done 
o him that Victory commands ? or do you purpoſe, 
Victor ſhall be known? will you, the knights 
Nall to the edge of all extremity -. 
rlue each other, or ſhall be divided 
any Voice, or order of the Field? 
ehr bad ask. 
Aga, Which way would Hedor have it? 
Ene. He cares not, he'll obey Conditions. 
Aga. Tis done like Hector, but ſecurely done, 
little proudly, and great deal diſprizing 
he Knight oppos d. 


Eve, If not Achilles, Sir, what is your Name? 


Achill. 
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Achil. If not Achilles, nothing. 
Ane. Therefore Achilles; but whate'er, know this 
Is the Extremity of great and little: 
Valour and Pride excel themſelyes in Hector; 
The one almoſt as infinite as all, : 
The other blank as nothing; weigh him well; 
And that which looks like Pride, is Courteſie; 
This Ajax is half made of Heſtar s Blood, 
In love whereof, half Hector ſtays at home; \ 
Half heart, half hand, half Herr, comes to ſeek. 
This blended Knight, half Trojan and half Greet. 
Achil. A Maiden Battel then? O, I perce'ye you, 
6. Here is Sir Diomede; Go, gentle Knight, 
Stand by our Ajax; as you and Lord Aucas, 
Conſent upon the order of their Fight, 
So be it; either to the uttermoſt, 
Or elſe a Breach, the Combatants being kin, 
Half ſtints their ſtrife beſore their ſtrokes begin. 
Ulyſ. They are oppos'd already. 
Ajax, What Trojan is that ſame that looks ſo heayy ? 
Ulyſ. The youngeſt ſon of Priam, 
And a true Knight; they call him Troilus; 
Not yet mature, yet matchleſs, firm of Word, 
Speaking in Deeds, and deedlels in his Tongue; 
Not ſoon provok'd, nor being provok'd ſoon calm'd, 
His heart and hand both open, and both free ; 
For what he has he gives, what thinks he ſhews ; 
Yes gives he not 'till Judgment guide his Bounty, 
Nor dignifies an impair Thought with Breath ; 
Manly as Hector, but more dangerous, 
For Hector in his blaze of Wrath ſubſcribes, 
To tender Objects; but he in heat of Action 
Is more vindicative than jealous Love, 
They call him Treilus, and on him erect 
A ſecond hope, as fairly built as Hecter. 
Thus ſays Æneas, one that knows the Youth, 
Even to his Inches; and with private Soul, 
Did in great Ilien thus tranflate him to me. [Alan 
' Aga. They are in Action. [Hector and Ai 
Neſt. Ncw Ajax hold thine owr. 
Toi. Hetter, thou fleep'ſt, awake thee. F 
6 
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2. His Blows are well diſpos d; there Ajax. 
* . [ Trumpets ceaſe. 
Dio. You muſt no more. 

Fne. Princes, enough, ſo pleaſe you. 
Ajax. I am not warm yet, let us figbt again. 
Dio. As Hector pleaſes. 
Hector. Why then, will I no more: | 
hou art, great Lord, my Father's Siſter's Son; 
\ Couſin German to great Priam's Seed: 
he Obligation of our Blood forbids 
\ gory Emulation 'twixt us twain; 
Vere thy Commixion Gree# and Trojan ſo, 
That thou could ſay, this Hand is Grecian all. 
And this is Trojan; the Sinews of this Leg 
It Greek, and this all Troy : My Mother's Blood 
Runs on the dexter Cheek, and this Siniſter 
ounds in my Father's : By Jove multipotent, 
Thou ſhould'ſt not bear from me a Greek:ſh Member 
herein my Sword had not impreſſure made 
our rank feud ; but the juſt Gods gainſay, 
That any drop thou borrow'ſt from thy Mother, 
y ſacred Aunt, ſhould by my mortal Sword 
Be drain d. Let me embrace thee, Ajax: 
By him that thunders, thou haſt luſty Arms; 
etor would have them fall upon him thus 
ouſin, all honour to thee. 
Ajax. I thank thee, Hector 
hou art too gentle, and too free a Man: 
came to kill thee, Couſin, and bear hence 
\ great addition earned in thy Death. 
Heit, Not Neoptolemus ſo mirable, 
Dn whole bright Creſt, Fame with her loud'ſt O yes, 
ries, this is he, could promiſe to himſelf 
| thought of added Honour torn from Hect-r, 
AX ne. There is expeRance here from both the ſides: 
What farther you will do. 
Hect. We'll anſwer it: 
he iffue is Embracement: Ajax, farewel. 
Ajax, If I might in Entreaties find Succeſs, 
$ {eld I have the chance; I 3 deſire 
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My famous Couſin to our Grecian Tents, 
Die. "Tis Agamemnns with, ard great Achilles 
Doth long to ſee unarm'd the valiant Her, 


Hecter. Zneas, call my Brother Tro:lus to me: And 

Ard ſigni fie this loving interview Wh 

| To the expectors of our Trojan part: Like 
Deſire them home. Give me thy Hand, my Couſin: But 

will go eat with thee, and ſee your Knights. I ne 
Agamemnon and the reſt of the Greeks come forward,» And 

| Ajax. Great Agamenmen comes to meet us here, But 
Heel. Ihe worthieſt of them tell me name by name; Nev 

But fur Achiles, mine own ſearching Eyes And 

| Shall find him by his large and portly ſize. 1 
Aga. Worthy of Arms, as welcome as to one F 

| That would be rid of ſuch an Enemy, Thi 
But that's no welcome: Underſtand more clear, Mo 
What's paſt and what's to come, is ſtrew'd with hu N 

And formlels ruin of Oblivion: As! 

But in this extant moment, faith and troth, bs 
Strain'd pure y from all-hollow bias drawing, d 

Bids thee with moſt divine Integrity, Mo 

From Heart of very Heart, great Hector, welcome. 0 

Hed, I thank thee moſt Imperious Aga memnen. Wh 

Aga. My well-tam'd Lord of Trey, ro leſs to you, 7 


[To Trot, Ab. 
Men. Let me confirm my Princely Brother's Greeting Sin. 


You brace of warlike Brothers, welcome hither. In. 
Hect. M bom muſt we anſwer? ( 
ne. I he noble Menelaus. My 
Hef. O—you my Lord—by Mars his Gauntlet tharis Fon 

Mock not, that | affect th'untraded Oath, Yo 

Your qu adam Wite ſwears (till by Venus Glove, * 

She's well, but bad me not commend her to you. a 
Hen. Name her not now, Sir, ſhe's a deadly Theme, 8 


Het. O pardon ! offend. 

Ne. I have, thou gallant Trojan, ſeen thee oft 
Labouripg for Deſtiny, make cruel way 
1hrough ranks of Greek;iſh Youth; _ | have leen thee, 
| As hot as Perſeus, ſpur thy Phrygian Steed, 

And teen thee ſcouring Forteits ard Subduements, 
hen chou haſt hung thy advanc'd Sword i'th' Air, 


Net 
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Not let it decline on the deelined: 
That I have ſaid unto my Standers: by, 
Lo, Fupiter is yonder dealing Life, 
And I have ſeen thee pauſe, and take thy Breath, 
When that a ring of Greeks have hem'd thee in, 
Like an Olympian wreſtling. Thus | have ſeen, 
But this thy Counterance, ſtill lock'd in Steel, 
] never ſaw 'till now. I knzw thy Granſire, 
And once fought with him; he was a Soldier good, 
But by great Mars, the Captain of us all, 
Never like thee. Let an old Man embrace thee, 
And, worthy Warrior, welcome to our Tents. 
Ene. Tis the old Neſtor. 
He . Let mie embrace thee, good old Chronicle, 
That haſt lo long walk'd Hand in Hand with Time, 
Moſt reverend Neſſer, I am 4 to claſp thee, 
Neſt. I wou d my Arms could match thee in Contention, 
As they contend with thee in Courteſie. 
Het. I would they could, 
Ne/t. Ha ? by this white Beard I'd fight with thee to- 
Morrow. Well, welcome, welcome, I have ſeen the time. 
Ulyſ. 1 wonder now how N City ſtands, 
When we have here the Baſe and Pillar by us. 
Heck. I know your Favour, Lord Ulyſſes well. 
Ah, Sir, there's many a Greek and Trojan dead, 
Since firſt I ſaw your ſelf and Diomede 
In Illion, on your Greekiſh Embaſſie. 
Y. Sir, I foretold you then what would enſue, 
My Yropheſie is but half his Journey yet, 
For yonder Walls that partly front your Fown; 
Yond Towers, whole wanton tops do buls the Clou lg 
Muſt kits their own Feet, 7 
Het, 1 muſt not believe you: 
There they ſtand yet; and modeſtly think, 
The fall of every Phrygzan Stone will colt 
A drop of Gre-zan Blood; the end crowns all, 
Ard that old common Arbitrator, Time, 
M ill one Day end it. 
Uy/. So to him we leave it, 
Molt gentle, and moſt yaliant He@-r, welcome; 
D 2 After 
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After the Ceneral, I beſeech you next 
To feaſt with me, and ſee me at my Tent, 


Achil. I ſhall foreſtal thee, Lord Ulyſſes, thou: if 
Now Hector, I have fed mine Eyes on thee, Ca 
J have with exact view perus'd thee, Hedor, | 
And quoted joint by joint. W. 

Heit, 1s this Achilles? Th 

Achil. Jam Achilles, | 

Hef, Stand fair, I prithee, let me look on thee, | Tc 


Achil.Behold thy fill. / \ Te 
He#, Nay, I have done already. | 
Achil. I hou art too brief, 1 will the ſecond time, 


As I would buy thee, view thee limb by limb, 
Hef. O, like a Book of Sport thou'lt read me o'er: As 
Nut there's more in me than thou underſtand'ſ. Ce 
Why doſt thou ſo oppreſs me with thine Eye? Be 
Acbil. Tell me, you Heav'ns, in which part of his Body T 


Shall I deſtroy him? whether there, or there, or there, 
That I may give the local Wound a name, 


And make diſtin& the very breach, where-out In 
Heetor's great Spirit flew. Anſwer me Heavens. 

Hef. It would diſcredit the bleſt Gods, proud Man, 1 

To an{wer ſuch a Queſtion: Stand again, W 

Thirk'ſt thou to catch my Life lo pleaſantly, Bi 

As to prenominxate in nice Conjecture, | O 


Where thou wilt hit me dead? 
Achil, I tell thee yea. A 
He&, Wert thou the Oracle to tell me ſo, 1 
I'd not believe thee: Henceſorth guard thee well, 
For I Il not kill thee there, nor there, nor there, A 
But by the Forge that ſtythied Mars his Helm, 1 
I'll kill thee every where, yea o'er and o'er, 1 
You wileſt Grecians, pardon me this brag, 
His Infolence draws Folly from my Lips, 1 
But Il] endeavour Deeds to match thele Words, 8 
Or may I never L 


Ajax. Do not chafe thee, Couſin ; 
And you, Achilles, let theſe threats alone 
I ill accident or purpoſe bring you tot. 
You may haye ey'ry day enough of Hecter. 
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If you have Stomach, the general State I fear, 
Can ſcarce intreat you to be odd with him. 
He. I pray you, let us lee you in the Field, 
We have had pelting Wars ſince you refus'd 
The Creczan's Cauſe. 
Achil. Poſt thou intreat me Hecter? 
To Morrow do l meet thee, fell as Death, 
To Night, all Friends. 

He. Thy Hand upon that match. 

Aga. Firſt, all you Peers of Greece, go to my Tent, 
There in the full convive you; afterwards, 
As Hecter's Leiſure, and your Bountics ſhall * 

Concur together, ſeverally intreat him. 

Beat loud the Taborins, let the Trumpets blow; 
That this great Soldier may bis welcome know. | E xeunt. 
Manent Troilus and Uly ſſes. 

Dei. My Lord Ulyſes, tell me I beleech you, 

In what Place of the Field doth Calchas keep ? 

Ulyſ. At Menelaus Tent, moſt Princely Treilus; 

There Diomede doth feaſt with him to Night; 

Who neither looks on Heav'n, nor on Earth, 

But gives all gaze and bent of amorous view 

On the fair Creſſtd, | | 

Doi. Shall I, ſiveet Lord, be bound to thee ſo much, 

After you part from Agamemnon's Tent, 
To bring me thither ? 
Ulyſ. You ſhall command me, Sir: 
As gently tell me, of what Honour was 
This Creſſida in Trey; had ſhe no Lover there, 
That wails her ablence ? 
Troi. O Sir, to ſuch as boaſting ſheiy their Scars, 
A mock is due: Will you walk on, my Lord ? 
She was belov'd, ſhe loy'd; ſhe is, and doth, 
But ſtill, ſweeet Love is Food for Fortune's tooth. [ Exe. 
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CELL INE CINE LAs Ea Os TRULY 
ACGCTY SCEANDK'L 
S E N E before Achilles's Tent in the Grecian Camp. 
Enter Achilles and Patroc'us, 


Achil, 1 he at his Blood with Greekiſh Wine to Night, 
V. hich with my Scimiter l'Il cool to morrow. 
Patriclus, leſt us feaſt him to the height. 
Patr, Here comes Tverſites. 


Euter J herſites. tw 

£chil. Hew row, thou core of Envy? litt 
Theu cruſty batch ef Nature, what's the News? Ag 
Ter. V hy, tbeu Fi&ure cf what thou ſeem'ſt, and [do] Q 
of Ideot-worſhippers, here's a Leiter for thee, go” 
Aebil. From whence Fragment ? the 
Ther, Why, thou full diſh of Fool, from Tre. at 
Patr, Who keeps the Tent now? Le 
Ter. Ihe Surgeon's Fox, or the Patient's Wound. M 


Patr, Wellſaid Adverſity, and what need theſe Tricks? W. 
Ther, Prithee be ſilent, Boy, I profit not by thy talk, he 
I hou art thought to be Achilles's Male -Varlet. Fi 

Patr. Male-Varlet, you Rogue? What's that? Tir 

Ther, W hy, his maſculine Whore, Now the rotted Di- la: 
eaſes of the South, Guts-griping, Ruptures, Catarrhs, loads 1 
o Gravel ith? Backs, Lethargies, cold Pal ſies, and the like, th 
take and take again ſuch prepoſte rous Diſcoveries. da 

Patr. M hy, thou damrable Pox of Envy, thou, what E, 
mean'ſt thou to curſe thus? 

Ther, Do I curls thee ? | 

Patr. Why no, you ruinous Butt, you whoreſon indi- 
ſtinguiſhable Cur. 
Wer. No? Why art thou then exaſperate, thou idle im- 
material Skein of fley'd Silk: thou green Sarcenet flap fur 
a fore Eye; thou Taflel of a Prodigal's purſe, thou? Ah, 
how the poor World is peſtred with ſuch Water: flies, di- 
minutives of Nature, 

Patr. Out Gall! | | A 

Ther, Finch Egg!!! Achih 
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Achil. My ſweet Patroclus, I am thwarted quite 
From my great purpole in to morrow's Battel: 
Here is a Letter from Queen Hecuba, — 
A Token from her Daughter, my fair Love, 
Both taxing me, and gaging me to keep 
An Oath that I have worn. I will not break it, 
Fall Greek, fail Fame, Honour, or go, or ſtay, 
My major Vow lies here; this Il obey. 
Come, come, Therſites, help to trim my Tent, 
This Night in banquetting mult all be ſpent. 
Away, Patreclus, [ Ex?t. 

Ther. With too much Blood, and too little Brain, thele 
two may run mad: But if with too much Brain, and too 
little B'ood, they do, Vii be a Curer of Mad-men. Here's | 
Agamemnon, an honeſt Fellow enough, and one that loves | 
Quails, but he hath not ſo much Brain as Ear-wax; and the 
good Transformation of Jupiter there his Brother, the Bull, 
the primitive Statue, and oblique Memorial of Cu:kolds, 
a thrifty ſhooting-horn in a Chain, bangingat his Brother's 
Leg; to what Form, but that he is, ſhould Wit larded with 
Malice, and Malice forced with Wit turn him to? to an Als 
were nothing, he is both Aſs and Ox; to an Ox were nothing, 
he is both Ox and Aſs; to be a Dog, a Mule, a Cat, a 
Fitchew, a Toad, a Liz ard, an Owl, a Puttock, or a Her- 
ring without a Roe, I would not care: But to be Mene- 
laus, | would conſpire againſt Deſtiny, Ask me not what 
I would be, if I were not Therſites; for | care not to be 
the Lowſe of a Lazar, ſo I were not Menelaus, Holy- 
day, Spirits and Fires. ANY 
Enter Hector, Ajax, Agamemnon, Ulyſſes, Neſtor, and 

Diomede with Lights. 

Aga. We go wrong, we go wrong. 

Ajax. No, yonder tis, there where we fee the light, 

Hef. I trouble you. 

Ajax, No, not a whit. 

| Enter Achilles. 

Ul. Here comes himſelf to guide you. 

Achil, Welcome brave Hector, welcome Princes all. 

Aga. So, now, fair Prince of Troy, I bid good Night, 
Ajax commands the Guard to tend on you. 

D 4 | HeF, 


80 Troilus and Creſſida. 


He7. Thanks, and good Night to the Greek's Ceperal. 

en. Good Night, my Lord. 

Hect, Good Night, ſweet Lord Menelaus. 

Ther, Sweet Draught ſweet quoth a——— 114, 
Sink, {iweet Sewer, 

Achil. Good Night, and welcome, both at once, 90 
thole that go or tarry. 

Aa. Good Ni, ht. 

Ahl. Old N-ftor tarries, and you too, Diomede 
Keep Hect:r Company an hour or two. 
Dis. | cannot, Lord, I have important Buſineſs, 
Ihe tide whereof is now: Good Night great Hector. 

Hect. Give me your Hand. 

. Follow his Torch, he goes to Calchas's Tent, 
II keep you Company. [ To Troilus. 

Tri, Sweet Sir, you honour me. 

He, And lo g00d Night, 

Hebil. Come, come, enter my Tent, [ Exeunt, 

Mer. That ſame Diemede is a talle hearted Rogue, a moſt 
urjuſt Krave: I will no more truſt him when he leers, than 
I will a Serpent when he hiſſes: He will ſpend his Mouth 
and Promile, ike Brabler the Hound; but when he per- 
forms, Aſtronomers foretel it, that it is prodigious, there 
will come ſome change: The Sun borrows of the Moon, 
when Jicmede keeps his word. I will rather leave to lee 
Hector, than not to dog him: They ſay he keeps a 1rcjas 
Drab, and uſes the Traitor Calchas his Tent, I'Il aſter— 
Nothing but Leachery., all incuntinent Varlets. | E xeunt 


SCENE II. Calchas's Tent. 
Enter Diomede. 


Dio. What are you up here, ho? ſpeak, 

Cal. Who calls? 

Dio. Diemede ; Calchas,1 think; where's your Daughter? 
Cal. She comes to you. | 

Enter Troilas and Ulyſſes, after them Therſites. 
Ulyſ. Stand where the Torch may not diſcover us. 
Enter Creſſid. 
Troi. Creſſid come forth to him ! 


5 


Dio. 
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Dio. How now, my Charge? 6 
Cre. Now my ſweet Guardian; hark a word with you. 
[ Whiſpers. 
Toi. Yea, ſo familiar? 
Ulyſ. She will ſing to any Man at firſt ſight, 
Ther. And any Man'may find her, if he can take her 
life: ſhe's noted. 
Dio, Will you remember ? 
Cre, Remember? yes. 
Dio. Nay, but do then; and let your Mind be coupled 
with your Words. 
Trei. What ſhould ſhe remember? 
Cre. Sweet, Honey Greeł, tempt me no more to Folly. 
Ther. Roguery 
Dio. Nay, then. 
Cre, VIltell you what. 
Dio. Fo, fo, come tell a pin, you are forſworn 
Cre. In Faith I cannot: what would you have me do? 
Ther. A jugling trick, to be lecretly open. 
Dio. What did you {wear you would beRow on me ? 
Cre. I prithee do not hold me to mine Oath ; 
Eid me do any thing but that, ſweet Greek, 
Dio. Good Night, 
Trio. Hold, Patience 
Ulyſ, How now, Trejan? 
Cre. Diomede. 
Dio. No, no, good Night: Vil be your Fool no more. 
Tr:0, Thy hetter muſt. 
Cie. Hark, one word in your Ear. 
Lier. O Plague and Madnels ! 
CY. You are mov'd, Prince; let us depart, I pray you, 
Leſt your dilpleature ſhould enlarge it felt 
40 wrathtul terms: this place is dangerous; 
Ihe time right deadly : | beſeech you go. 
Troi. Behold, I pray you 
 Ulyſ. Nay, good my Lord g9 off: 
Adu tow to great diſtraction: Come, my Lord. 
Tre. 1 pray thee ſtay. | 2 
. You have not patience; come. - 
D 5 Tito 
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Trci, I pray you ſtay; by Hell, and Hell's Torment, 
I will not {peak a word. Hon, 

Dio. And ſo good Night. 

Cre. Nay, but jou part in tnger. 

Ir i. Doth that grieve thee? O wither'd truth! 

Ny. Why, how now, my Lord? 

Trei. By Fove, I will be patient. 

Cre. Guardian- hy, Gree.— * 

Dio. Fo, fo, adieu you palter. 

Cre. In faith I do not: come hither once again. 

Ulyſ. Y ou ſhake, my Lord, at ſomething; will you go? 
You will break out. 

Trei. She ſtroaks his Cheek, 

Ulyſ. Come, come. 

Troi. Nay, ſtay; by Jove, Iwill not ſpeak a word. 
There is between my Will, and all Offences, 
A guard of Patience, ſlay a little while. 

Ther, How the Devil Luxury with his fat Rump, and 
Potato Finger, tickles theſe together: Fry Letchery, fry, 

Dio, But will you then ? 


Cre. I Faith I will come; never truſt me elle. Ar 
Dio. Give me ſome token for the ſurety of it. 
Cre. I'll fetch you one. | 0:73 Wh 
Ulyſ. You have {worn patience. | 
Troi, Fear me not, ſweet Lord. It 
Iwill not be my ſelf, nor have cognition 
Ot what I feel: I am all Paticnce, 1 
| Enter Creſſida. 
Wer. Now the Pledge, now, now, now. 7 
Cre, Here Dicmede, keep this Sleeve. 
Irci. O Beauty! where is thy Faith? E. 


Ny. My Lord. | 
Tr0i, I will be patient, outwardly I will. 
Cre. You look upon that Sleeve ; behold it well. ſe 
He lov'd me:—O falſe Wench:—Give't me again. 
Dio, Whoie was t? | 
Cre. It is no matter now, I hay't again, 
I will not meet with you to morrow Night : 
I prithee, Diome de, viſit me no more, T 


er. Now ſhe ſhar pens: well laid Whetſtone, 


Dis 
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Dio. I ſhall have it. 
Cre, What, this? 
Dio. Ay, thats | 
Ge. O all ye Gods O pretty, pretty Pledge : 
Thy Maſter now lyes thinking in his Bed, 
Of thee and me, and ſighs, and takes my Glove, 
And gives memorial dainty Kiſſes to it: 
As] kiſs thee, | | 
Dio. Nay, do not ſnatch it from me. 
Cre. He that takes that, takes my Heart withal, 
Dio. I had your Heart before, this tollows it, 
Troi. I did ſwear Patience, 
Cre. You ſhall not have it, Diomrede : Faith you ſhall not, 
V1! give you ſomething elle, 
Dio. 1 will have this: whoſe was it? 
Cre, It is no matter. 
Dio. Come tell me whoſe it was ? 
Cre, *T was one that lov'd me better than you will. 
But now you have it, take it. 
Dio, Whole was it? 
Cre. By all Diana's Waiting- Women yonder, 
And by her ſelf, I will not tel} you whole. 
Dio. To Morrow 1 will wear it on my Helm, 
And prieve his Spirit that dares not challenge it. 
Troi. Wert thou the Devil, and wor'ſt it on thy Horn, 
It ſhould be challeng'd. 
Cre, Well, well, tis done, tis paſt; and yet it is not 
J will not keep my word. | | 
Dio, Why then farewel, 
Thou ſnalt never mock Dime de again. 
Cre. You ſhall not go; one cannot ſpeak a word, 
But it ſtraight ſtarts you, 
Dio. i do not like this fooling, 
Ther. Nor I by Pluto: But that that likes not me, plea» 
ſes me beſt. | 
Die. What, ſhall I come ? the hour. - 
Cre. Ay, come: -O Yve !--do, come: -] ſhall be plagu'd, 
Dio. Farewel till then. [ Exit 
Cre, Good Night: 1 prithee come: 
ITreilus, ſarewel; one Eye yet locks on thees 


But 
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But with my Heart, the other Eye doth ſe —_ 
Ah poor our Sex; this Fault in us I find, 
The Error of our Eye, directs our Mind. 
What Error leads,. muſt err : O then conclude, 
Minds ſwway'd by Eyes, are full of turpitude. [ Exit, 
Ther, A proof of ſtrength ſhe could not publiſh more: 
Unlels ſhe ſay, my Mind is now turn'd Whore. 
Uly/. All's done, my Lord. 
Tra, It is. 8 
HY. Why ſtay we then? 
iroi, To make a recordation to my Soul, 
Of every Syllable that here was {poke : 
Eut if I tell how thele two did co- act, 
Shall I not lie in publiſhing a Truth? 
Sith yet there is a credence in my Heart, 
An eſperance ſo obſtinately ſtrong, 
That doth invert that teſt of Eyes and Ears; 
As if thoſe Organs had deceptious Functions, 
Created only to calumniate. 
Was Gelid here? 
UN. I cannot corjure, Trojan, 
Tro: She was not lure, 
Ny. Moſt ſure ſhe was, 
Trci, Why, my Negation hath no taſte of Madneſs. 
-Ulyſ, Nos mine, my Lord: Creſſid was here but now. 
Trcz, Let it not be believ'd for Woman-hood : 
Think we had Mothers; do not give advantage 
To ftubborn Criticks, apt without a theme 
For depravation, to ſquare the general Sex 
By Cre{jid's Rule. Rather think this not Creſſid. 
/ What hath ſhe done, Prince, that can foil our 
N others? - N 
Trei, Nothing at all, unleſs that this were ſhe, 
Ther, Will he ſwagger himſelf out on's own Eyes? 
Trci. This ſhe? no, this is Diemede's Oeſſid: 


If Feauty have a Soul, this is not ſhe: * 

It Souls guide Vows, if Vows are Sanaimony,. 
If Sarctimony be the Gods delight, 

It there be Rule in Unity it ſelf, 

1 bis is not the, 


O madneis of Diſccur'ie! 


That 


— 
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That Cauſe ſets up, with and againſt thy ſelf, 
By foul authority; where Realon can reyolt ; 
Without Perdition, and Loſs aſſume all reaſon, 
Without revolt. This is, and is not Creſſid, 
Within my ſoul, there doth commence a fight 
Of this ſtrange Nature, that a thing inſeparate 
Divides more wider than the Sky and Earth, 
And yet the ſpacious breadth of this Diviſion 
Admits no Orifice for a point, as ſubtle 
As Ariachne's broken woof, to enter 
Inſtance, O inſtance! ſtrong as Pluto s Gates; 
Creſſid is mine, tied with the Bonds of Heavn 
[nſtance, O inſtance ! ſtrong as Heav'nit elf, 
The Bonds of Heav'n are ſlip'd, diſolv'd and loos'd, 
And with another Knot five. Finger tied: 
The Fractions of her Faith, orts of her Love, 3 
The fragments, ſcraps, the bits, and greaſie Reliques, 
Of her o'er-caten Faith, are bound to Diomede. 

Ulyſ. May worthy Troilus be half attach d 
With that which here his Paſſion doth expreſs? 

Tri, Ay, Greek, and that ſhall be divulged well; 

In Characters, as red as Mars his Heart 
Inflam'd with Venus never did young Man fancy 
With fo eternal, and ſo fix d a Soul. 
Hark, "Gree#, as much as Ido Creſſida love, 
do much by weight hate I her Diome de: 
That Sleeve is mine, that he'll bear in his Helm: 
Were it a Cask compos' d by Vulcan s Skill, | 
My Sword ſhould bite it : Not the dreadtul Spout, 
V\ hich Ship-men do the Hurricano call, | 

onſtring'd in Maſs by the Almighty Finger 
Shall dizzy with more Clamour Neptun?'s Ear 

n his deſcent, then ſhall my prompted Sword 

alling on Driomede. 
Ther. He'll tickle it for his Concupy. 

Tete O Creſſid! O falſe Creſſid! falſe, falſe, falſe ! 
tet all Untruths ſtand by thy ſtained Name, 
yd they'll ſeem glorious. 
N. O contain your ſelf: 
Lour Paſſion draws Ears hither, 
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Enter Eneas. 

Ane. I have been ſeeking you this hour, my Lord: 
Hedter by this is arming him in Troy. 
Ajax, your Guard, ſtays to conduct you home. 

Troi. Have wich you, Prince; my courteous Lord 

, adieu. , 
Farewel; revolted fair: And, Diomede, 
Stand faſt, and wear a Caſtle on thy Head. 

Uly/. I'll bring you to the Gates. 

Troi. Accept diſtracted thanks. 

{ Exeunt Troilus, ᷑Eneas, and Ulyſſes, 

Ther. Would I could meet that Rogue Diomede, | 
would croaklike a Raven: I would bode, I would bode: 
Patreclus will give me any Thing for the Intelligence of 
this Whore: The Parrot will not do more for an Almond, 
than he for a commodious Drab: Letchery, Letchery, 
ſtill Wars and Letchery, nothing elſe holds Faſhion. A 
burning Devil take them. 2 [ Exit, 


SCENE I Tm 


Enter HeRor and Andromache. 


And. When was my Lord ſo much ungently temper'd, 
To ſtop his Ears againſt ad moniſnment? 
Unarm, unarm, and do not fight to day. 
Hect. Vou train me to offend you; get you gone. 
By the everlaſting Gods, I'll go. 
And. My Dreams will ſure prove ominous to day. 
Hed. No more, I ſay. | 
Enter Caſſandra, 
Caſ. Where is my Brother Hector? 
And. Here Siſter, arm'd, and bloody in intent; 
Conſcrt with me in loud and dear Petition; 
Purſue we him on Krees; for I have dreamt 
Ot bloody turbulence ; and this whole night : 
Hath nothing been but ſhapes and forms of Slaughter. 
Caſ. O, tis true. 
Hect. Ho ! bid my Trumpet ſound. | 
Caſ. No Notes of (ally, for the Heay'ns, ſweet Brothers 
He, Be gone, Iſay: Ihe Gods have heard me WY 
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Caſ. The Gods are deaf to hot and pr ont 
They are polluted Offerings, more ab orr'd 
Than ſpotted Li vers in the Sacrifice. N 
And. O, be perſwaded, do not count it holy, 
To hurt by being juſt; it were as lawful 
For us to count we give what's gain'd by Thefts, 
And rob in the behalf of Charity, * | 
Caſ. It is the purpoſe that makes ſtrong the Vow ;- 
But Vowsto every purpoſe muſt not hold: 
Unarm, ſweet Hector. | 
Heit, Hold you till, I ſay; 
Mine Honour keeps the Weather of my fate; 
Life every Man holds dear, but the dear Man 
Holds Honour far more precious-dear than Life. 
Enter Troilus. 
How now, young Man; mean'ſt thou to fight to day ? 
And. Ca a, call my Father to perſwade. 
. [ ExitCaſſandra. 
Hef, No Faith, young Troilus; doff thy Harneſs, Youth ; 
I am to day i'th'yein of Chivalry: 
Let grow thy Sinews till their knots be ſtrong, 
And tempt not yet the bruſhes of the War. 
Unarm thee, go; and doubt thou not, brave Boy, 
I'll ſtand to day, for thee, and me, and Troy, 
Ji. Brother, you have a vice of Mercy in you; 
Which better fitsa Lion, than a Man. 
Het. What Vice is that? good Trozlus, chide me for it. 
Troi. When many times the Captive Grecians fall, | 
Even in the fan and wind of your fair Sword, 
You bid them riſe, and live, 
Heck. O, tis fair play. 
Troi, Fools play, by Heav'n, Hecłor. 
Hei, How now ? how now? 
170i, For th' Love of all the Gods, 
Let'sleave the Hermit pity with our Mothers ; 
And when we have our Armours buckled on, 
The venom'd 4 — ride upon our Swords, 
Spur them to rueful work, rein them from ruth. 
Het, Fie, Savage, fe. . 
Loi. Hector, then tis Wars. 


Hect. 


— 
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Heck. Troilus, I would not have you fight to Day. 
Trei. Who ſhould with-hold me? 
Not Fate, Obedience, nor the Hand of Mars, 
Becknirg with fiery Truncheon my retire : 
Not Priamus and Hecuba on Knees, 
Their Eyes o'er-galled with recourſe of Tears; 
Nor you, my Brother, with your true Sword drawn, 
Oppos'd to hinder me, ſhould ſtop my Way; v 
But by my Ruin. 
Enter Priam and Caſſandra... 
Caſe. Lay hold upon him, Pam hold him faſt : 
He is thy Crutch ; now it thou loſe thy ſtay, 
Thou on him leaning, and all Trey on thee ; 
Fall altogether, 
Priam, Come, Hector, come, go back; 
Thy Wile hath Dreamt ; thy Mother hath had Viſions; 
Caſſandra doth foreſee; and I my ſelf, 
Am like a Prophet, ſuddenly enrapt, 
To tell thee that this day is ominous : 
Therefore come back. 
Het. Aneas is a-field, 
And I do ſtand engag'd to many Greets, 
Even in the Faith of Valour, to appear 
This Morning to them. 
Priam. Ay, but thou ſhalt not go. 
Hect. I mult not break my Faith: | 
You know me dutiful, therefore, dear Sir, 
Let me not ſhame reſpect; but give me leave 
To take that Courſe by your Conſent and Voice, 
Which you do here forbid me, Royal Priam. 
Caſ. O, Priam, yield not to him. 
Andr. Do not, dear Father. 
Hect. Andromache, I am offended with you: 
Upon the love you bear me, get you in. 
| Exit Ardromacbt, 
Trci. This fooliſh, dreaming, ſuperſtitious Girl, 
Makes all theſe bodements. 

Caſ. O tarewel, dear Hecter: 
Look how thou dieſt; look bow thy Eyes turn pale; 
Lock how thy Wounds do bleed at many vents; 
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Hark bow Trey roars; how Hecuba cries out; 
How poor Andromache ſhrills her Dolour forth; 
Bchold Diſtraction, Frenzy and Amazement, 
Like witleſs Anticks, one another meet. 

And allcry, Heer, Hefor's dead: O Hector 

Troi. Away. 

Caſ. Fare wel: Yet, ſoft: Hector, I take my leave; 
Thou doſt thy ſelf, and all our Trey deceive, Exit. 

Hect. You are amaz d, my Liege at her Exclaim: 

Go in and cheer the town, we'll forth and fight 
Do deeds of P.aile, and tell you them at Night. 5 

Priam. Farewel: The Gods with ſatety ſtand about thee- 

| Alarum* 

Toi. They are at it, hark: Proud Diomede, believe 
come to loſe my arm, or win my Sleeve, 

Enter Pandarus. 

Fand. Do you hear, my Lord? do you hear ? 

Irei. What now? ö | 

Pand. Here's a Letter come from yond poor Girl, 

Trci, Let me read. 

Land. A whorſon Ptiſick, a whorfon raſcally Ptiſick, 
ſo troubles me; and the fooliſh Fortune of this Girl, and 
what one thing, and what another, that I ſhall leave you 
ore o'theſe days; and | have a Rheum in mine Eyes too, 
and ſuch an ach in my Bones, that unleſs a Man were 
Curſt, I cannot tell what to think on't. What ſays ſhe, 
there ? N . 

Trci, Word, Words, meer Words; no Matter from 
the Heart. | c 
Th' Effect doth operate another way. [ Tearing the Letter, 
Go Wind to Wind, there turn and change together : 

My Love with Words and Errors ſtill ſhe feeds; 

But edifes another with her Deeds. 

Pand, Why, but hear ou 

T.. J. Hence, Brothel, Lacquy, Ignominy and Shame 
urſue thy Life, and live ay with thy Name, ¶ Exeunt. 
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SCENE IV. The Field between Troy and fy 
Camp. 


Alarum, Enter Therſites. 


Wer. Now they are clappe-clawing one another, II 
go look on: That diſſembling abominable V arlet, Dime, 
has got that ſame ſcurvy, doating, fooliſh young Re; 
Sleeve of Trcy, there in his Helm: I would fain ſee gum 
meet, that, that ſame young Trejan Als, that loves the 
M hors there, might ſend that Greekiſh Whore-maſtery 
Villain, with the Sleeve, back to the diffembling luuri. 
ous Drab, of a ſleeveleſs Errant. O'th' t'other tide, the 
Policy of thoſe crafty ſwearing Raſcais, that ſtale od 
Moule-eaten dry Cheeſe, Neſtor ; and that ſame dog-fox 
Ulyſſes is not proy'd worth a Blackberry. They ſet me up 
in Policy that mungril Cur Ajax, againſt that Dog of a 
bad a kind, Achilles, And now is the Cur Ajax prouder 
than the Cur Achilles, and will not arm to Nay, Where- Wore 
upon the Grecians begin to proclaim Barbariſm, and Poli pp 


Cy grows into an ill Opinion. ro 
Enter Diomede and Troilus. 
Soft bere comes Sleeve, and t'other. A 


Troi. Fly not; for ſhould ſt thou take the 'River She, Wand 
I would ſwim after. 
Dic. T hou doſt mifcal] retire : 
I do not fly, but ad va tagious Care 
V ithdrew me from the odds of Multitude; | 
Have at thee, | They go f fiahting 
Ther. Hold thy Whore, Grecian : Now tor thy Whorg 
Trijan: Now the Sleeve, now the Sleeve, now the Sleeve. 
Enter Hector. 
Het. What art thou, Greek ? art thou for Hector much 
Art thou of Blood and Honour? 
Ther. No, no: lama Ralcal; a ſcurvy railing Kate; 
2 very filthy Rogue. 


Hect. I do believe thee live. Exit. C 
Ther. God a-mercy, that thou wilt believe me; hut? Bs ar 
plague break thy Neck for frighting me; whats de Nate 


come of the werching Rogues? I think, they ben log 
| ow: 
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| ved one another, I would laugh at that Miracle - yet 

Ja fort, Letchery eats it ſelf: IH ſeek them. [ Exit, 
Enter Diomedes and Servant. ; 
Dio. Go, go, my Servant, take thou Troilus's Horſe, 
preſent the fair ſteed to my lady Crefſid : 
ellow, commend my Service to her Beauty: 
[ell her I have chaſtis'd the amorous Trojan, 
yd am her Knightby proof. 
Ser. I go, my Lord. 
Enter Agamemnon, 
Aga. Renew, renew, the fierce Polydamus 
lach beat down non : Baſtard Margarelo;z 
ſath Dereus Priloner, | 
nd ſtands Coloſſus wile, waving his Beam, 
pon the paſhed coarſes of the Kings, 
piſtrepbus and Cedus ;, Polyxines is (lain ; 
mphimachus and Thous deadly hurt; 
Patroclus ta“ en or (lain, and Palamedes 
ore hurt and bruiſed; the dreadful Sagitary 
\ppals our Numbers, haſte we, Diomede, 
To reinforcement, or we periſh all. 
Enter Neſtor. 
Neſt. Go bear Patroclus's Body to Achilles, 
nd bid the (ſnall'd-pac'd Ajax arm for ſhame, 
here are a thouſand Hedurs in the Field: 
Now here he fights on Galatbe his Horſe, 
\nd there lacks work; anon he's there a-foot, 
ind there they fly or dye, like ſcaled Sculls, 
before the belebing Whale: Then is he yonder, 
und there the ſtray ing Greeks, ripe for his edge, 
all down before him, like the Mower's Swath 
ere, there, and every where, he leaves and takes; 
exterity ſo obeying Appetite, 
That what he will, he does, and does fo much, 
I hat Proof is call'd Impoſſibility. 
Enter Ulyſſes. Fo 

Ulyſ. Oh, Courage, Courage, Princes; great Achilles 


s arming, weeping, curſing, vowing vengeance 4 
> 


Poms — CTY - - 
1 ® =p <> — — 


ſatreclus's Wounds have rouz d his drowſie Bloo 
L ozether with his mangled Myrmidons, 2 
| hat 


— —— — 
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That noſeleſs, handleſs, hackt and chipt, come to hin, = 
Crying on Hector. Ajax hath loſt a Friend, | ny 
And toams at Mouth, and he is arm'd, and at it, 4 5 


Roaring for Troilus, who hath done to Day 1 wh 
Mad and fantaſtick Execution, 5s 
Engaging and redeeming of himſelf, 

W ith ſuch a careleſs Force, and forceleſs Care, 
As it that Luck in very ſpite of cunning 


Bad him win all. g 


Ener Ajax. 
Ajax. Troilus, thou Coward Trozlus. [ Exif 
Dio. Ay, there, there. 
Neſt. So, fo, we draw together. [ Exeunt 
Enter Achilles. 
Achil. Where is this Hector ? 
Come, come, thou boy-killer, ſnew thy Face: 
Know what it is to meet Achilles angry. 
Hector, where's Hector ? I will none but Hector. [Ex 
Enter Ajax. 
Ajax. Troilus, thou Coward Troilus, Thew thy Head. 
Enter Diomede. 
Dio. Troilus, I ſay, where's Troilus? 
Ajax, What wouldſt thou? 
Lic. I would correct him. 
Ajax. Were I the General, © 
Thou ſhould'ſt have my Office, 
Ere that Correction: Trolus, | fav, what, Troilus ? 
Enter Troilus. 
Tr:;, Oh traitor Dzomed: ! 
Turn thy falſe Face, thou traitor, 
And pay thy Lite, thou oweſt me for my Horſe. 
Dio. Ha, art thou there? 
Ajax, I'll fight with him alone, ſtand Diomede. 
Dio, He is my prize, I will not look upon. 
Toi. Come, both you cogging Greeks,have at you bot, 
[ Exeunt fightay 


— 


| Enter Hector. 
Hect. Vea, Iroilus? O well fought, my youngeſt Brotiz 
| Enter Achilles, 


Achil, Now do J ſee thee; have at thee, Hector, 1 
; ec 
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Hell. Pauſe, if thou wilt.  [ Fight, 
Achil. I do diſdain thy Courteſie, proud Trojan 
happy that my aims are out of ule, 
g 1 and negligence befriend thee now, : 
it thou anon Tait hear of me again : 
when, go ſeck thy Fortune, 
Hect. Fare thee well; | 
ould have been much more a ſreſher Man, 
d I exp:&ed thee z3 how now my Brother? 
Enter Troilus. 
roi, Ajax hath ta'en Æneas; ſhall it be? 
„ by the flame of yonder glorious Heav'n 
ſhall rot carry him: I'll be taken too, 
bring him off: Fate hear me what I ſay; 
reak not, though thou end my Life to day. [ Exits 
Enter one in Armour. 
»ct. Stand, ſtand, thou Greek, - 
ou art a goodly Mark : 
wilt thou not ? IL like thy Armour well, 
oY fruſh it, and unlock the Rivers all, 
t ll be maſter of it; wilt thou not, Beaſt, abide ? 
-| y thenfly on, I' hunt thee for thy Hide. Exit. 
Euter Achilles with Myrmidons. 
bil. Come here about me, you my Myr midons. 
k but what I ſay, attend me where I wheel ; 
ike not a Stroke, but keep you ſelves in Breath 
d when | have the bloody Hecter found, 5 
pale him with your Weapons round about: 
telleſt manner execute your Arms, 
iow me Sirs, and my proceeding Eye: 
decreed —— Hector the great mult die. [_ Exe. 
Enter J herlites, Menelaus and Paris. 
Jer. The Cuckold, and the Cuckold-maker are at it: 
Bull, now Dog; loo, Paris, loo; now my double 
d Sparrow; loo, Paris, loo; the Bull has the Game: 
re Horns, ho. [ Exit Paris and Menclaus, 
| Enter Baſlard. 
4. Turn, Slave, and fight. 
ber. What art thou? 
paſt, A Baſtard Son of Priam's. 


Ther, 
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Ther, T am a Baſtard too, I love Baſtards, I am a p, 
ſtard begot, Baſtard inſtructed, Baſtard in Mind, Baſt 
in valour, in every thing [legitimate : One Bear wil "a 
bite another, and wherefore ſhould one Baſtard ? Ia 
ons _ Or _- — to us: If the Son g 

hore t for a Whore, he tempts judgment: Fa 
Biſtard, s | pes) _ 5 
Baſt. The Devil take thee Coward. [Eren 
Enter Hector. 0 

Hect. Moſt putrified Core! fo fair withouts -——. 
The goodly Armour thus hath coſt thy Life. 

Now is my Day's work done; F ll take good Breath: 

Reſt Sword, thou haſt thy fill of Blood and Death, 
Enter Achilles, and his Myrmidons, 

Acbil. Look, Hecter, now the Sun begins to ſet ; 


How ugly Night comes breathing at his Heels : 3 

Even with the veil and darking ot the Sun, 9 

To cloſe the Day up, Hecter's Lite is done, 3 
[ They fall upon Hector and kill hin : 


Hed, I am unarm'd, forego this vantage, Gre:#, 
Achil. Strike, Fellows, ſtrike, this is the Man [ ſeck. 7 
So, lion, fall thou: Now, Ir, firk down: 


A 

Here lies thy Heart, thy Sinews and thy Bone, CE 
On, Myrmidons, cry you all amain, . 
Achilles hath the mighty Hecter ſlain, £3327) » 
Hark, a Retreat upon Gur Grecian part. K 
Myr. The Trejan trumpets ſound the like, my Lod. 05 
Arhil. The dragon wing of Night o' er ſpreads the EAë⁴ã WM... 
And Stickler: like, the Armies ſeparates; 13 
My half ſupt ſword, that frankly would have fed, C 
Pleas'd with this dainty Eit, thus gocs to Bed, 1 
Come, tye his Body to my Horlſe's tail: 27 
Along the Field, Iwill the Trojan trail. Era. Wi. 


[ Seund Retreat, Sh. , 
Enter Agamemnon, Ajax, Menelaus, Neſtor, Dion t 


and the ref Marching. N 
Aga, Hark, hark, wha: ſhout is that? 1 
Neſt, Peace, Drums. 1} 
Sel. Achilles ! Achiiles ! Hecter's lain, Achilles! bat 


Dio. I he Bruit is, Halcr's lain, and by Achilles. 


Aar. 
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Hax. If it is ſo, yet bragleſs let it be: 


reit Heſter was as good a Man as he. 
ug. March patiently along ; let one be ſent 
pay Achilles ſee us at our Tent, 


{in his Death the Gods have us befriended, 
reat Trey is ours, and our ſharp Wars are ended. 
; [_Exeunt, 

Enter Eneas, Paris, Antenor and Diephobus. | 
Tue. Stand ho, yet are we Maſters of the Field, 
yer go home, here ſtarve we out the Night. 

Enter Troilus. 
Trei. Hector is (lain. 
All. Heitor the Gods forbid ! 
Tri. He's dead, and at the Murtherer's Horle's tail, 
n beaſtly ſort dragg d through the ſhameful Field. 
ron on, yo Heav'ns, effect your rage with ſpeed; 
it Gods upon your thrones, and ſmile at Troy. 
ay at once, let your brief Plagues be Mercy, 
in. We linger not our ſure Neſtru&ions on. 
Fne. My Lord, you do diſcomfort all the Hoſt. 

„a. You underſtand me not, that tell me lo: 
Jo not ſpeak of flight, of Fear, of Death, 
Wt dare all imminence, that Gods and Men 
ddreſs their Dangers in. Hector is gone; 
ho tha!l tell Priam lo ? or Hecuba? 
et him that will a Scrietch-Ow!l ay be call'd, 
o in to Trey, and ſay there, Hefcr's dead: 
here is a word will Priam turn to ſtone ; 
lake Wells, and Nzobes of the Maids and Wives; 
col Statues of the Youth; and, in a word, 
are {rcy out of it ſelt. But march away, 
h is dead: There is no more to ſay. 
ay yet, you vile abominable Tents, 
aus proudly pight upon our Phrygzan Plains: 
t Titan riſe, as early as he dare, 
through and through you. And thou great ſiʒ d Doward 
o (pace of Earth ſhall ſunder our two Hates, 
| haunt thee, lik a wicked Conſcience ſtill, 
bet mouldeth Goblings ſwift as Frenſies thoughts, 
lat aires march to Try, with comtort go: 


at, 


{4% 


Hope 


| 
[ 
| 


vour be ſo defir'd, and the Performance ſo loath'd ? Wha 
* Verſe for it? What inſtance for it? Let me lee 


Some two Months hence, my will ſhall here be made: 
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Hope of Revenge ſhall hide our inward Woe. 
Enter Pandarus. 
Pan. But hear you, hear you? | 

Tri, Hence, Brothel, Lackey, Ignominy and Shame 
[ Strikes him, 
Purſue thy Liſe, and live ay with thy Name. [ Zxewt. 
Pan. A gooaly med'cine for mine aking Bones: 0 
World! World! World! thus is the poor Agent deſpisd: 
Oh, Traitors and Bawds; how earneſtly are you ſet x 
Work, and how ill requited ? why ſhould our Endex 


Full merrily the Humble Bee doth ſing, 

Till he hath loſt his Hony and his Sting; 

But being once ſubdu'd in armed Tail, 

Sweet Hony and ſweet Notes together fail, 

Good Traders in the Fleſh, ſet this in your painted Cloth 
As many as be here of Pandar's Hall, 

Your Eyes half out, weepout at Pandar's Fall, 

Or if you cannot weep, yet give ſome groans, 
Though not for me, yet for your aking Bones, 
Brethren and Siſters of the hold-door trade, 


It ſhould be now, but that my fear is this, 

Some galled Gooſe of Wincheſter would hils ; 

*Till then, I'Il ſwear, and ſeek about for Faſles, 

And at that time bequeath you my Dilcaſes, { Exit 


3 
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